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Goblin 


10  Shaves 

FREE 

See  Coupon 


My  Life  Work 

The  finest  Shaving  Cream  you  will  ever  know 


GENTLEMEN: 

I  have  devoted  my  life  to  soap  chemistry. 
We  have  here  developed  some  of  the  greatest 
soaps  created.  One  of  them — Palmolive — 
is  the  leading  toilet  soap  of  the  world. 

Our  greatest  ambition  for  years  has  been 
to  perfect  the  supreme  Shaving  Cream.  And 
we  have  done  that,  beyond  question.  Mil- 
lions of  men  now  concede  it. 

1 ,000  men  consulted 

Our  first  step  was  to  ask  1 ,000  men  what 
they  most  desired  in  a  Shaving  Cream.  All 
of  them  agreed  on  four  things. 

But  one  requirement,  and  the  greatest  of 
all,  is  something  no  man  mentioned.  They 
were  not  scientists.  They  did  not  know  the 
prime  requirement  in  a  shaving  soap.  That 
is,  strong  bubbles  which  support  the  hairs 
for  cuttmg. 

Made  in 


By  V.  K.  Cassady,  Chief  Chemist 

We  made   130  failures 

We  made  up  1  30  formulas  which  we  dis- 
carded. Each  was  better  than  the  one  be- 
fore. But  none,  in  our  opinion,  reached  the 
utmost  in  a  Shaving  Cream. 

Then  we  attained,  by  many  times  over, 
the  best  Shaving  Cream  in  existence.  Some- 
one may  make  a  better  one,  but  not  much 
better.  To-day  Palmolive  Shaving  Cream 
is  monarch  in  its  field.  It  is  winning  men 
by  the  millions,  as  they  try  it. 

^  ¥  ¥ 

Don't  change  from  the  cream  you  like 
now  until  you  see  what  Palmolive  Shaving 
Cream  does.  But  make  this  test.  You  owe 
it  to  yourself  and  to  us.  Try  ten  shaves, 
and  let  the  results  show  if  we  have  excelled 
the  rest. 

Canada 


Excels  in  5  ways 

It  multiplies  itself  in 
lather  250  times,  so  one- 
half  gram  suffices  for  a 
shave. 

It  softens  the  beard  in 
one  minute.  No  hot 
towels,  no  finger  rub- 
bing. 

It  maintains  its  creamy 
fullness  for  ten  minutes 
on   the   face. 

Super-strong  bubbles 
support  the  hairs  for 
cutting. 

The  palm  and  olive  oil 
blend  acts  as  a  lotion, 
leaving  fine  after-effects. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING    CREAM 


KolloA-    with    Palmolive   After   Shaving  Talc 

—  An    invisible    way    to    that    well-groomed 

look. 


(C)  P.  Co.  of  Can.,  Ltd.,  1921 


10     SHAVES     FREE 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  ad- 
dress and  mail  to 
The  Palmolive  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd., 

Dept.  B-G0.3,  Toronto,  Ont. 


Goblin 


NEV  HIGH-POWERED  REO  SIXES 

d^oucPassmgw  Coupe  /(eo 
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Plut  Freight.  All  Taxes  Paid 
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ODY  longevity  is  as  marked  a  feature  as  roominess  and 
ultra  restfulness  in  Reo  closed  cars. 

A  rufe^ed  hardwood  framework  promotes  it.  The  wood  is 
selected  ash  with  all  members  extra  heavy,  and  all  joints 
hand-matched  and  fitted.  Drop  forced  braces  add  rigidity  to 
the  whole  assembly. 

Panels  of  steel,  beautifully  finished,  are  the  covering  material.  The  Coupe, 
illustrated,  is  typical  of  clean-cut  contour  and  harmonizing  fitments. 

Lasting  construction  is  as  marked  inside.  Superb  upholstering, — walnut 
mouldings, — heavy  floor  coverings, — 3-16-inch  plate  felass  windows, — satin- 
silver  finish  hardware, — closed  car  quality  was  never  better  expressed. 

Power  for  every  driving  condition  is  unsparingly  supplied  by  the  six- 
cylinder  50  h.  p.  engine. 

Mechanical  correctness  is  demonstrated  by  the  double -framed  chassis, 
where  major  units  are  cradled  in  an  inner  frame. 

Safety  is  insured  by  oversized  brakes  (15-inch  bands;  iVz  inch  faces), 
dual  foot  control,  easy  steering. 

^^n'lfc  for  Bool(hl  ^  / fen  sons  Joj>  Jf&o" 

REO     MOTOR      CAR      COMPANY     of  Lanada.  J^iited, 

\\  '^Windsor,     Ontario 
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"Hello,  Joe,  who're  you  workin'  for  now?" 
'Same  bunch — wife  an'  five  kids!" 


One  Cat,  $11.00 

If  there  was  one  thing  George  hated  it  was  a  Persian 
cat.  Therefore  it  may  be  regarded  as  a  trick  of  fate 
that  he  fell  in  love  with  a  girl  who  owned  and  was  very 
much  attached  to  one. 

Eventually  George  and  the  girl  were  married,  but 
with  the  bride  came  the  cat. 

George  pleaded  with  his  wife  to  "give  the  little  beast 
to  the  washerwoman,  or  make  hash  of  it,  or  something," 
but  the  lady  was  adamant.  If  George  wished  to  love 
her,  he  must  love  the  cat  also. 

George  sighed. 

After  six  months'  suffering,  however,  he  decided  to 
resort  to  trickery. 

One  afternoon,  when  his  wife  was  out,  he  phoned 
for  the  Humane  Society  wagon  and  paid  the  driver  a 
dollar  to  take  the  animal  away. 

His  wife  was  inconsolable.  She  did  not  suspect 
George  of  underhand  tactics,  but  the  mere  fact  of  the 
cat  being  lost  was  sufficient  to  drive  her  into  a  state 
of  chronic  hysteria.  If  George's  life  had  been  difficult 
before,  it  was  now  twice  as  much  so. 

Regretfully,  he  capitulated  and  suggested  that  they  try 
to  procure  another  cat  as  much  like  the  first  as  possible. 
His  wife  brightened. 


The  next  day  there  appeared  in  the  apartment  a  cat 
so  exactly  like  George's  previous  anathema  that  he 
blinked  with  astonishment. 

"Where  did  you  get  it?"  he  asked. 
"Oh,"   replied  his  wafe,   "the   Humane  Society   had 
one  for  sale,  so  I  bought  him  for  ten  dollars  and  told 

them  to  send  the  bill  to  you.      Isn't  he  just  like  ." 

G— G— G 
Just  An  Error 

"Long  enough,"  said  one  of  the  directors  of  the 
Goldstein  Clothing  Company,  "is  it  we  have  had  lazy 
no-gooders  in  this  important  office.  I  move  it  we  set 
a  new  precedent,  and  nominate  Abie  Harris." 

Abie,  all  smiles  at  the  compliment,  arose.  "Mister 
Chairman,  a  correction  please.  The  speaker  meant 
treasurer.      Already  have  we  set  our  new  pres-i-dent." 

—A.  B. 
G— G— G 

A    soap    wrapper    shower    for    the    benefit    of    the 

Travellers'    Aid    was    held    yesterday    at    . 

Seventeen  hundred  wrappers  were  donated.  So  says 
an  Ottawa  daily,  dated  Feb.  5th. 

Goblin  wishes  to  help  on  this  great  work.  Any  trav- 
ellers who  have  not  yet  received  wrappers  in  which  to  en- 
case their  personal  soap  will  be  supplied  with  them  free 
on  application  at  this  office. 


Mrs.  Nouveau-Riche:  "He's  getting  on  so  well  at 
school;  he  learns  French  and  Algebra.  Now,  Ronnie, 
say  'How  d'ye  do'  to  the  lady  in  Algebra." 


"What's  the  matter?     Ain't  the  razor  taking  holt?" 
"Yeh,   it's  taking  holt  all  right  but  it  isn't  letting 
go  again." 

Love,   Love,  Love,   Ah!    Lovely  Love, 
Indeed 

Lizzie  Lewis,  who  used  to  write  for  Goblin  and  was 
later  sent  to  an  asylum,  breaks  loose  from  her  keeper 
and  seizes  a  sheet  of  paper.     A  story  of  pines  and  sighs. 

"Heven  himself  has  stuck  me  in  love,"  woozled  Miss 
Daisy  Oilcan  to  the  insides  of  her  hart  as  she  wondered 
along  and  amongst  lisning  to  the  nise  of  the  wind  thro 
the  pines  in  her  fathers  bush  which  was  morgaged  al- 
ready twice  but  which  he  was  paymg  off  it  by  selhng 
hogs  to  the  abutwore. 

"Lo  tis  I  am  a  creation  of  artistic  temperature,"  she 
wispers  agen.  "I  am  violetly  pashionous  in  regards  to 
somebody.  Oh  but  I  have  beseiged  at  even  tied  that 
lights  should  shine  upon  I  when  I  might  realize  whom 
was  it  I  am  unsuspishiously  crazy  about." 

She  side.  Delftly  she  took  off  her  specticles  so  that 
her  eyes  could  glow  bright  unhindranced.  But  soon 
thereupon  she  restored  they,  for  yon  appearing  was  a 
weelbarrow  pushed  by  to  her  unknown  hands.  Fertiliser 
was  it  piled  hi  with  and  her  heart  beat  a  skip  when  she 
glanced  madenly  coy  at  the  face  approaching  hither 
above  its  mountanous  heaps. 

Was  cruel  fate  to  pass  him  by  her  untalked  to?  She 
new  now  why  had  she  fleed,  leaving  unwashed  the  dirty 
dishes  and  hied  herself  via  the  barnyard  to  deps  of  cool 
nature.  "He  is  my  man,"  spoke  she  to  herself.  "  Provi- 
dence has  jined  us  herewith.  It  cannut  be  write  in  the 
book  of  live  that  we  disregard  us  each  the  other." 

As  so  she  pensive  thinked,  fate  made  him  his  move. 
Sudden  as  from  a  clean  sky,  did  the  weel  of  that  his 
fertiliser  laden  barrow  catch  to  itself  a  root.     Overwards 


went  all  including  himself  who  could  she  now  view  at 
length  upon  the  sward.  Feet  to  head  there  lay  he,  a 
perfick  example  of  Gods  handy  work. 

"Infurnal  dam  contrapshun,"  he  mustered  brokedly 
as  looked  he  upon  that  instrument  of  devine  act  which 
had  upsot  him  so  decidedly. 

Love  plugged  her  throat.  Only  a  murmer  exited. 
"Say  not  thus,"  it  was  in  husty  tones.  "Now  we  have 
each  other."     She  embraced  Himself. 

Later  it  was  that  he  wept  into  her  arms  his  pity  full 
tale.  "Mine  hart  is  rent,"  he  subbed.  "I  cannut  mary 
you.  I  am  overcum.  I  shall  depart  hence  and  betake 
me  into  a  monustary  garden  there  to  abide  my  days." 

She  was  silence.     He  continueth. 

"My  father,"  he  broke,  "my  father  was  he  a  horse- 
thief  and  more  worse  he  maried  to  my  mother  in  a 
mormons  church.  A  curse  was  lade  upon  there  union  by 
it  two  priests.  I  am  it.  For  lifetime  am  I  domed  to 
push  through  the  ends  of  the  earth  this  weelbarrow  laden 
as  you  behold  it.  Never  may  I  paws.  I  must  hasten  lo 
it  gathers  dusk." 

She  rose.  "Mine  oh  eternully  mine,  my  desire  is  made 
up.  With  you  from  now  beginning  I  will  push  it  the 
wheelbarrow.  To  you  shall  be  one  handel  and  to  me  the 
other." 

He  slunk  his  head  and  weeped  some  more.  Then  to- 
gether they  stood  side  by  side  and  gathered  up  they  the 
fragments  that  rested  where  they  had  fell. 

As  set  the  sun  behind  over  the  cowshed,  they  traced 
forward  their  footsteps.  Hometowards  did  Daisy  Oil- 
can look  perhaps  longly  perhaps  a  triple  saddenly.  Then 
turned  she  forward  unremittingly. 

Mayhaps  turrible  it  shall  be  and  mayhaps  awful  in 
spots,"  breathes  she,  "but,  ah  ah  it  is  life.  Now  can  I 
say  to  myself  time  and  offen,  it  is  I  am  living." 

—J.  A.  C. 


She:  "And  you  never  loved  before?" 

He:  "Never." 

She:     "Then  how  did  you  learn  to  love  like  this?' 

He:    "At  the  movies." 


From  the  Note-book  of  a  Young 
Intellectual 

There  is  no  such  thing  as  an  age  of  discretion.  If 
there  is,  it  is  just  as  likely  to  be  fifteen  as  fifty. 

Grown-up  people  affect  a  pompous  and  authoritative 
attitude  in  their  manner  toward  children  in  order  to  bol- 
ster up  their  self-esteem,  which  has  suffered  from  contact 
with  unflattering  associates  of  their  own  age.  They  like  to 
give  the  impression  that  the  attainment  of  middle  age  is  a 
feat  requiring  extraordinary  skill  and  sagacity;  and  that 
considerable  credit  is  due  them  for  having  attained  it. 
.  .  .  Children  see  through  this  manner,  of  course.  But 
they  daren't  adopt  it  themselves  until  they,  too,  are  sad- 
eyed  pillars  of  society. 

y  V  ^ 

When  you  are  a  child,  people  say  to  you:  "When 
you're  grown-up  you'll  see  this  as  I  do.  You  can't  be 
expected  to  see  it  now.  You  haven't  the  wisdom ;  you 
haven't  the  experience;  you  haven't  the  insight." 

Then  when  you  do  grow  up  you  realize  that  th  s  is 
bunkum.  You  have  waited  in  vain  for  that  dazzling 
revelation,  that  dawn  of  wisdom,  that  is  supposed  to  at- 
tend the  business  of  being  grown-up.  It  never  comes,  of 
course.  All  you  have  to  go  on  with  is  a  collection  of 
shattered  illusions  and  painful  regrets.  You've  been 
badly  swindled.  You  haven't  the  satisfaction  of  having 
done  what  you  wanted  to  do,  and  you  haven't  attained 
that  mythical  insight  that  makes  all  things  clear.  .  .  . 
The  only  way  you  can  get  even  is  to  say  to  the  next  young 
person  that  crosses  your  path:  "When  you're  grown-up 
you'll  see  this  as  I  do." 

If  we  ever  make  a  death-bed  speech  it  will  be — 
"Never,    at   any   time,   nor  under   any   circumstances, 

take   anyone's    advice    on    any   subject    whatsoever — not 

even  mine." 

They  expect  me  to  spend  my  mornings  weeding  the 
garden.  The  time  may  come  when  even  the  worms  will 
turn  in  disgust  at  their  lack  of  discernment. — H . 


'He  opens  his  doors  to  the  mob." 
"A    philant!;rcpist?" 
"No,  a  motorman." 


She  (very  musical) :  "D'you  know,  I've  been  playing 
Mozart   all   afternoon." 

It:  "Oh,  I  know.  You  mean  that  new  Chinese 
game." 


To  An  Aging  Star 

{With  the  muds  to  Mr.  Herrick) 

Gather  you  husbands  while  you  may, 

Your  not.ces  are  dying. 
And  this  same  hubby  that  serves  to-day 

To-morrow  may  be  flying. 

That  star  is  best  who  has  the  most. 

The  ducats  on  her  shower ; 
The  fewer  husbands  you  can  boast 

The  less  your  drawing  power. 

So  be  not  coy  while  there  is  time. 

You   can't   afford   to   tarry; 
When  movie  stars  are  past  their  prime 
They  must  forever  marry! 

— y.  Schull 
G— G— G 

The  second  worst  thing  about  bigamy  is  that  you  may 
be  sent  to  jail  for  it. 


glB»^ 


Cinderella 

Modern  Version 
(With  apologies  to  Vachel  Lindsay  el  aliis) 

(Flutes  and  Hautboys) 

It  seems  there  was  a  gal  named  Cinderella 

Who  was  strong  on  washing  dishes,  dumb  but  pretty. 

Her  two  sisters,  they  were  wash-outs,  but  more  swell, 

ah! 
For  they  were  manicurists  in  the  city. 

(Mouth  Organ  and  Comb) 

Now  it  happened  that  the  sisters  both  were  sweet  on 
Danny  Dockem,  a  shoe  salesman  and  a  quince. 
But  they  used  to  quit  work  early  just  to  meet  on 
The  corner.     They  allowed  he  was  "a  prince!" 

('cello) 

Well,  one  night  the  shoe  department  gave  a  blow-out. 
It  was  held  down  at  the  Undertakers'  Hall. 
Lou  and  Lindy  said  that  Cindy  couldn't  go  out. 
She  had  no  bid ;  the  kid  was  left  to  bawl. 

(Violins,  Flutes  and  Drums) 

But  as  Cindy  filled  the  dishpan  with  emotion 

She  heard  a  sound  and  turned. around  and  saw 

A  funny  looking  dame ; 

Says  Cinderella,  "What's  your  name?" 

Says  the  dame,  "I  am  your  fairy  mother-in-law!" 

(Boom,  boom)  "/  am  your  fa-a-airy  mother-in-laW !" 

(Piano — vamp  till  ready) 

She  told  Cindy  then  that  Dan  had  got  promotion 
And  that  now  he  was  manager  in  "Shoes," 
Which  gave  her  all  the  symptoms  of  a  notion. 
She  says,  "Cindy,  do  your  stuff  and  can  the  blues!" 

(French  Horn) 

She  produced  a  little  pair  of  pale  pink  slippers 
That  she'd  just  brought  over  from  a  Paris  shop. 
They  were  sure  to  score  a  K.O.  with  the  flippers — 
And  she  paid  her  car-fare  to  and  from  the  hop. 

(Drums,  Saxophones  and  Clarmets) 

Well,  the  dance  down  at  the  "Undies"  was  a  zipper! 
Till  the  Black  Maria  backed  up  at  the  door. 
So  when  Cindy  got  outside  she'd  left  a  slipper 
And  a  half  a  dozen  hairpins  on  the  floor. 


(Banjo) 

Now  it  happened  that  the  shoe  was  found  by  Dockem, 

Who  remarked  as  they  released  him  from  the  coop, 

"If  I  could  find  the  mate  and  I  could  stock  'em 

It  would  knock  the  other  shoe  stores  for  a  loop!" 
(Orchestra  in  toto) 

So  he  put  an  ad.  in  all  the  daily  papers: 

"Will  the  lady  whom  this  number  eight  will  suit  .  .  ." 

Cindy  wrote  him:  "Here's  your  sandal 

But  to  obviate  all  scandal 

You  must  take  the  lady  wearing  it  to  boot. 

(Boom,  boom!)    The  la-a-ady  wearing  it  to  boot!" 
(Very  softly  the  harp) 

They  were  married  very  soon  as  per  agreement 

And  they  started  on  their  happy  honeymoon, 

Danny  Dockem  and  his  bride! 

And  the  jealous  sisters  tied 

To  the  taxicab  a  pair  of  Paris  shoon 
(The  whole  orchestra  joins  in  with  cat  calls  and  cow 
bells) 

(Boom,   boom!)    A   pair  of  pink,  Parisian  dancing 


"I    hear    George   is    spending    all   his   time   drinking 
these  days.     What's  he  supposed  to  be?" 
"An  interior  decorator." 


Arrow  Points  Where  Body  Was  Found 


(^  NCE  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
^^     writer   who   sat   down   to   write. 

"Ermintrude  stood  in  the  deW- 
washed  garden  breathing  in  the  ex- 
quisite fragrance  of  a  million — " 

"Charles!"  called  his  wife,  who  sat 
opposite  him.  "Did  you  put  out  the 
garbage  pails?" 

"Yes,  my  love,"  said  the  writer. 
" — breathing  in  the  exquisite  fragrance 
of  a  million   garbage  pails — Damn!" 

The  writer  tore  up  the  sheet  of 
paper  and  began  again. 


"To  Ermintrude  the  arrival  of  Ger- 
vase  was  the  birth  of  a  new  existence. 
As  the  flower  awaits  the  bee,  as  the 
birds  await  the  dawn,  as  the — " 

"The  landlord  called  for  his 
cheque  to-day,  dear,"  remarked  his 
spouse. 

"As  the  birds  await  the  dawn,  as 
the  landlord  awaits  the  cheque — 
DAMN." 

The  writer  began  again. 


"Cervase  needed  Ermintrude.  He 
needed  the  caress  of  her  petal-like 
hands;  he  needed  the  song  of  her  dove- 
sweet  voice;  he  needed  to  sing  the  song 
of  life;  he  needed  a  passion,  he  needed 
a — " 

"You  need  a  shave  badly,  Charles," 
said    his    soul-mate. 


The  jury  thought  the  murderer  had 
been  temporarily  insane. 


Goblin 


Betty's  Mother:     "There  was  something   I   wanted  to  ask  you  when  you  came,  Mr,  McDour,  and 

I  can't  think  what  it  is."  ,-   rw  i_         j.^     t\  v, 

Betty:     "I  know,  mother.      You  were  wondering  the  other  day  if  Mrs.  McDour  bought  all  her 

clothes  second-hand." 
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Salm  Singing 


Count  Salm  Von  Hoogstraeten,  who  eloped  with  Miss 
MilUcent  Rogers,  the  $40,000,000  heiress,  says  he 
doesn't  give  a  darn  what  the  American  people  think. — 
News  Item. 

There  was  a  Count  from  Chermany 
Who  sailed  across  the  sea. 
And  he  courted  him  an  heiress 
In  the  country  of  the  free. 

Oh,  the  gossips  grew  malicious 
And  the  press  was  angry,  too. 
And  they  slandered   his   ancestors 
Till  the  air  was  very  blue. 

So  he  took  the  forty  million  dollars 
And  the  lady  and  the  cake, 
And  he  told  the  American  people 
To  take  a  jump  in  the  lake. 

G— G— G 
Pitfalls  of  the  Law 

Cannibal  chief:      "What's  this  bird  in  for?" 
Court  attache:      "He  stole  one  of  your  wives,  your 

honor,  and  ate  her  for  breakfast  this  morning." 

Chief:      "AH  right.      Prepare  him  for  my  lunch." 
Legal    counsellor:       "No,    no,    your    honor!    Your 

enemies  would  try  to  prosecute  you  for  receiving  stolen 

property!" — A.  B. 

G— G— G 

Mr.  S.  C.  Brown,  of  Toronto,  reports  that  he  has 
found  a  new  comet. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  he  will  not  dispose  of  it  till 
he  has  discussed  the  matter  with  some  of  our  local 
stars. 


Mountain  Passes 

Hokea  Tahiti,  Hawaiian  discoverer  of  Canada, 
reaches  the  Rockies ....  Takes  a  Bride ....  The  Super- 
iority of  the  Darker  Race  Again  Demonstrated .  .  .  .  The 
Worship  of  the  Palpitating  Cubes.  .  .  .A   Tight  Corner. 

It  was  only  when  perched  safely  upon  a  mountain 
pinnacle,  having  left  the  angry  natives  behind,  that  I 
realized  that  I  had  forgotten  to  replace  all  my  trophies 
and  that  I  still  carried  beneath  my  arm  one  of  them,  a 
young  female  with  hair  the  color  of  the  shu  shu  flower 
and  eyes  like  the  sacred  pools  at  the  temple  near  my 
Samoan  home.  I  had  just  begun  to  make  this  discovery 
and  had  in  fact  scarcely  conceived  the  above  similies 
when  the  creature  fixed  upon  me  a  gaze  of  scarcely 
merited  adoration  and  observed : 

"My  cave  man!" 

"Madame?"  says  I. 

"My  wild,  untamed  primeval  brute!"  she  exploded, 
throwing  her  arms  around  me  in  attempt  to  throttle  my 
windpipe.  A  couple  of  well-directed  blows  with  a  rock 
were  sufficient  to  subdue  her. 

It  was  some  time  before  she  again  spoke,  and  when 
she  did  it  was  but  in  a  whisper.  For  this  I  was  thankful 
for  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  to  consider  and  take  plans, 
for,  what  says  the  old  Samoan  adage?  "The  voice  of  a 
woman  at  the  council  ring  is  like  a  love  song  before  break- 
fast or  a  bad  egg."  I,  however,  being  lost  and  in  a 
strange  land,  finally  decided  to  ask  her  advice,  which 
was  naturally  how  the  trouble  started. 

"Woman,"  said  I  when  she  was  sufficiently  revived. 


shall 


we  go 


y. 


"Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  "let's  go  abroad.  Pans,  Monte 
Carlo,  Cairo!  But  first  let's  stop  off  at  Banff.  I  love 
Banff.     Then  we  can  fly  like  two  birds  on  the  w — ' 

"Where  is  this  Banff,"  said  I,  "and  can  one  eat 
there?" 

Far  down  in  the  valley  I  had  observed  a  thin  trail 
of  smoke  approaching.  It  was  one  of  those  mechanical 
monsters  of  this  country. 

"Will  that  take  us  there?"  I  asked. 

"Jake-a-loo!"  she  exclaimed  in  some  other  tongue, 
but  started  to  run  toward  the  smoke. 

*  ¥  ¥ 

The  train,  the  popular  means  of  travel  here,  is  a  series 
of  long  boxes  in  which  both  white  and  colored  persons 
may  travel  but  as  usual  the  colored  are  given  preference 
and  are  provided  with  quarters  in  the  part  where  the  food 
is  kept.  They  also  wear  beautiful  white  robes  and 
possess  great  quantities  of  silver,  made  into  useful  things. 
They  are  not,  however,  snobbish,  and  at  regular  inter- 
vals one  of  their  number  condescends  to  go  into  the  public 
portion  and  announce  that  a  few  will  be  permitted  to  en- 
joy some  of  their  food.  This  occasion  is  a  very  popular 
one  and  my  admiration  for  my  own  shade  increased 
greatly  when  I  saw  that  these  lords  of  the  universe 
(ContintKd  on   Pofjc  34.) 


Daughter    (to   nouveau-riche   parent):     "Father,    you're    here  to  have  dinner,  not  a  shampoo.' 


An   Alumni   Association   of 

Blank     College     Holds 

Annual  Banquet 

Members  congregate  in  Banquet 
Hall .  .  .  Boisterously  thump  one  an- 
other on  back.  .  .Wish  they'd  had  one 
more  snort.  .  .Wish  dinner  would 
soon  begin .  .  .  Chairman  prays  mem- 
bers be  seated  .  .  .  Rattling  of  chairs 
and  sparrrng  for  position .  .  .  Feeble 
cheers .  .  .  Onslaught  begins  on  fruit 
cocktails.  .  .  Three  upset,  landing  in 
guests'  laps .  .  .  Waiters  scurry  to  re- 
pair damage.  .  .Emptied  glasses  dis- 
appear beneath  table.  .  .Reappear  full 
.  .  .  Hors  d'oevres  arrive  'midst  cheers 
.  .  .  Popular  member  arrives,  inebri- 
ated, mmus  dress  tie  .  .  .  Thundering 
applause .  .  .  Goes  rounds  shaking 
hands.  .  .  Believes  he  is  called  upon  for 
.speech .  .  .  Mounts  chair  and  begins, 
"Happies'  moment," ..  .Spies  half 
empty    glass .  .  .  Dismounts,    forgetting 


speech .  .  .  Soup  arrives  and  is  removed 
intact  but  for  six  plates  inadvertently 
spilt .  .  .  Fish  course  arrives  and  reminds 
guest  of  story  which  no  one  hears .  .  . 
Fowl  course  ushered  in  as  prominent 
member  of  class  of  '96  is  carried  pro- 
testingly  to  outer  portals.  .  .Sweets 
course  thumped  on  table .  .  .  No  one 
sees  it .  .  .  Guest  lights  cigar  and  told  to 
extinguish  until  after  the  Toast  to  th^ 
King .  .  .  Guest  arises  and  in  stentorian 
tones,  "To  the  King,".  .  .Chairs  upset 
as  swaying  throng  arises.  .  .The  Na- 
tional Anthem  sung.  .  .Clouds  of 
smoke  arise  as  waiters  distribute  cigars 
.  .  .  Irrepressible  guest  playfully  trips 
waiter  carrying  huge  tray  of  coffee 
cups .  .  .  Hilarious  shouts  of  joy  .  .  . 
Chairman  announces  speaker  of  the 
evening.  .  .Guest  slides  under  table.  .  . 
Speaker  smiles  benevolently  and  be- 
gins, "Gentlemen" ...  Someone  steps 
on  face  of  gentleman  recumbent  under 
table.  .  .Visiting  speaker  again  begins, 
"Gentlemen" ...  Three     other    extem- 


poraneous speeches  begin  in  different 
parts  of  the  Hall .  .  .  Crescendo  of 
cheers .  .  .  Visting  speaker  is  presented 
with  rubber  plant  from  rotunda.  .  .Ac- 
cepts gift  and  sits  down  where  thought 
chair  was .  .  .  His  prostrate  form  lifted 
on  seven  shoulders .  .  .  Revives  and 
again  begins,  "Gentlemen"  .  .  .  Maud- 
lin member  of  grocers'  convention  ar- 
rives inviting  "the  boys"  to  attend  their 
celebration,  "next  floor  up".  .  .Spon- 
taneous applause,  more  cheers.  .  .Sur- 
viving members  stampede  to  next  floor 
.  .  .  The  Secretary  issues  following  bul- 
letin to  the  Press.  .  ."The  Sixth  An- 
nual dinner  of  the  Alumni  Association 
resulted  in  giving  a  splendid  impetus 
to  the  good  work  being  done  by  this 
body.  Never  before  was  such  a  glow- 
ing spirit  of  co-operation  evidenced  and 
it  was  unanimously  decided  to  ho!d  an- 
other dinner  next  year  that  the  members 
may  again  have  an  opportunity  of  dis- 
cussing questions  of  common  interest." 
— £.  B.  H. 
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IBut  l.abor  0mnia  Vintit 


What  a  curious  problem  confronts  a  labor  govern- 
ment —  or  any  kind  of  a  class  government  for  that 
matter.  It  is  faced  with  certain  crises,  on  the  klaxons 
of  a  dilemma  so  to  speak. 

The  problem  is  not  a  nev^  one  by  any  manner  of 
means,  but  the  arrival  of  the  Ramsay  MacDonald 
brethren  in  the  British  seats  of  the  mighty  brings  it  to 
the  fore  again. 

Start  with  the  undeniable  assertion  that  since  a  labor 
government  is  made  up  of  men  who  have,  should 
have  or  profess  to  have  the  good  of  the  working  man, 
the  mass,  the  multitude  or  whatever  you  care  to  call  it, 
at  heart,  they  strive  to  aid  men  in  that  walk  of  life. 
They  strive  to  aid  organizations  made  up  of  those  men. 
They  are  more  or  less  bound  to  a  course  of  that  kind. 
On  important  questions,  they  are  partisan  to  a  certain 
extent.  That  is  jolly  old  human  nature.  If  a  man 
is  a  Kiwanian,  he  considers  his  club  just  a  bit  above 
the  Rotary.  If  a  man  is  a  Rotarian,  he  can  pick  a  few 
flaws  in  the  aims  and  constitution  of  Kiwanis. 

When  these  labor  men  take  office,  they  also  take  oath. 
They  are  sworn  to  use  their  talents,  energy,  so  many 
days  a  week  and  what  not  for  the  benefit  of  each  and 
every  citizen  and  inhabitant.  They  are  sincere  in  their 
efforts  to  do  so. 

Then  comes  a  strike  of  such  proportions  to  make  it 
a    national    issue.      Perhaps   the    workers    have    a   good 


deal  on  their  side.  They  have  grievances  that  are  in 
urgent  need  of  adjustment.  Nevertheless  this  strike  may 
cause  a  certain  amount  of  hardship  and  even  suffering 
to  a  large  percentage  of  the  innocently  by  standing 
population. 

Hoch  der  Government.  Where  is  it?  If  the  strike 
is  suppressed  for  the  sake  of  the  common  or  garden  voter, 
the  worker  has  lost  out  through  the  act  of  his  own 
leaders,  and  there  is  going  to  be  a  howl  of  "double- 
cross!"  If  the  strike  goes  on  to  a  glorious  and  successful 
conclusion,  the  government  has  proved  itself  unfaithful 
to  the  trust  given  it  by  the  people  of  its  particular  neck 
of  the  woods  and  they  are  going  to  hear  about  it  from 
them. 

The  labor  government  and  the  strike  question  is  just 
one  illustration  out  of  many  hundreds  which  might  be 
dug  up  to  bore  you  to  death.  Any  class  government 
would  find  itself  confronted  with  the  same  difficulty  in 
some  way,  shape  or  form. 

It  is  the  ancient  stunt  of  trying  to  serve  two  masters. 
Two  in  one  may  be  a  successful  basis  for  building  up 
a  shoe  polish  but  it's  not  a  good  political  foundation. 
Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star  but  don't  try  to  tie  it  up  to 
a  constellation.  One  aim  and  you  may  make  a  bull's- 
eye. 

In  fact,  as  the  Duke  of  Poris  Plastah  said  to  the 
Duchess  de  Mauvais  Oeufs  when  she  suggested  that  they 
play  "Ring-Around-Rosy,  "It  cawn't  be  done." 


G0BmM 
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Page  Doctor  Cook 

*'   A  ND  he's  suing  the  company  for 
/~\  twenty    thousand     dollars    and 
they  say  he's  sure  to  get  it." 

"Really,  "  they  exclaimed,  balanc- 
ing their  cups  with  difficulty  in  their 
excitement.     "Tell  us  about  it!" 

"Well,"  said  I,  warming  to  my 
subject.  "The  car  was  very  crowded 
and  this  poor  old  man  was  on  his  way 
home  from  work.  It  seems  that  he 
was  carried  past  his  stop.  He  com- 
plained to  the  conductor,  who  stepped 
out  and  punched  him  on  the  jaw.  His 
wife  naturally  objected,  but  the  motor- 
man  started  to  strangle  her — " 

"Astounding!"  said  an  elderly 
guest  in  the  corner,  whom  I  had  never 
met.      "Do  tell  us  more." 

"Well,"  said  I,  "you  can't  get 
justice  from  those  transportation  com- 
panies. They're  a  bunch  of  crooks 
first  and  last  and  they  have  the  money 
to  hire  clever  shyster  lawyers  to  de- 
fend them.  This  case  was  apparently 
typical.  No  sooner  did  the  old  man 
threaten  action  than  the  company's 
lawyer  went  down  to  his  home  and 
tried  to  put  him  out  on  a  faked  mort- 
gage." 

"What  happened  then?"  urged  my 
enthralled  listener. 

"He  apparently  wants  a  thrill,"  I 
thought;  "I  might  as  well  give  him 
one." 

"This  poor  old  man,"  I  continued, 
"went  to  see  the  president  of  the  com- 
pany about  it.  The  president  called 
in  his  lawyer  and  they  threatened  to 
kill  him  if  he  didn't  drop  the  action. 
Finally,  I'm  told,  the  president  and 
the  lawyer  blindfolded  and  gagged  him 
and  stuffed  him  away  in  a  closet  for 
days  and  he  nei;er  would  have  been 
found  if  it  hadn't  been  for  the  scrub 
woman  who  kept  a  bottle  of  whiskey 
on  the  shelf." 

I  had  finished.  The  company 
seemed  gratifyingly  thrilled.  It  was  the 
best  I  could  do  and  I  felt  the  satis- 
faction of  one  who  had  worked  hard 
and  accomplished  something.  I  felt 
also  that  a  certain  measure  of  thanks 
was  due  to  the  enthusiastic  listener  who 
had  inspired  me. 

"Sir,"  said  I,  "may  I  ask  your 
name?" 


"Oh,"  said  he  gaily,  "it  is  of  no 
importance.  I  am  just  the  company's 
solicitor." 

G-G— G 

Reason 

Two  negroes  were  paradmg  the 
banks  of  a  South  American  river,  dis- 
cussing the  advisability  of  taking  a 
bath.  One  was  all  for  the  idea;  the 
other  had  doubts  on  the  subject. 

"Is  you-all  suah,"  said  the  doubting 
Thomas,  "dat  dere  am  not  no  snakes 
in  dis  heah  rivah?" 

"Ah  is  positive,"  was  the  reply. 
They  disrobed. 

"Pahdon  me  dat  ah  should  repeat 
mah  question,"  said  the  weaker 
brother,    as   he   waded   in   ankle-deep. 


McNutt — "Just  burned  a  hundred  dol- 
lar bill." 

McMutt — "Gosh!  You  must  be  a 
millionaire!" 

McNutt — "Well,  it's  easier  to  burn 
'em  than  to  pay  'em." 

"but  am  you  expressin'  de  whole  truth 
when  you  mention  dat  of  snakes  dere 
am  none  heah?" 

"Ah  talks  as  a  black-faced  George 
Washington." 

No.  1  was  by  this  time  m  to  his 
knees.  He  turned  back  to  his  com- 
panion still  on  shore.  "Dere  am  no 
snakes?"   he  asked. 

"Dere  am  none,"  he  was  told. 

He  marched  on  out  and  prepared  to 
take  a  dive,  but  stopped  to  completely 
assure  himself.  "If  you  is  so  powah- 
fully  certain  of  what  you  is  saying," 
he  remarked,  "how  come  you  knowed 
dere  was  no  snakes  heah?" 


"Why,  niggah,"  said  his  dusky  in- 
formation bureau,  "it  am  impossible 
dat  dere  should  be  any  snakes  in  dis 
heah  little  rivah.  Dere  am  too  many 
crocodiles."  — /.  A.  C. 

G— G— G 

The  Art  of  the  Periodical 

The  north  wind  howled  at  an  icy 
moon,  and  the  Skmner  family  shivered 
in  all  its  parts. 

Some  time  before  this  an  editor  had 
shivered,  had  glanced  at  a  calendar 
and  said:  "Winter,  eh,  Jim?  We'll 
run  the  usual  seasonable  stuff." 

The  Skmner  family  crouched  near 
to  a  fireplace;  each  face  blazed,  each 
spine  congealed.  Radiators  boiled  cind 
thumped,  yet  the  double  windows 
chattered  in  their  weather-strips  and 
the  house  trembled  on  its  foundation. 
Every  Skinner,  big  and  little,  edged 
nearer  to  the  fire  and  interrogated  him- 
self whether  he  were  clothed  or  no. 

Paterfamilias  arose  and  cast  about 
him  like  a  desperate,  but  resourceful, 
general.  His  numbing  eye  fell  upon 
the  weekly  newspaper  supplement. 
With  blue,  awkward  fingers  he 
opened  dt  and,  shouting  above  the 
north  wind,  read: 

" A  merciless  sun   followed 

and  seared  down  upon  our  hero  as  he 
attempted  to  crawl  forward  in  the 
blistering  sands.  Perspiration  boiled 
on  his  brow,  his  shrivelled  tongue 
clacked  against  blackened  lips,  as  in 
a  sweltering  agony  he  felt  the  very 
marrow  of  his  bones  bake  dry  and 
crisp.  Not  a  cloud  lifted  itself  in  all 
the  stagnant  heavens,  not  a  green  leaf 
waved  above  the  dead  level  of  the  red, 
hot  sands.  He  was  alone  in  a  veritable 
furnace — alone  save  for  that  patient 
buzzard  which  so  long  had  circled 
slowly  above  him  in  the  brazen  sky. 
He " 

But  the  Skinner  family  was  fanning 
itself.  — Ron.  Eoerson. 

G— G— G 

Fable 

The  young  people  of  the  present 
generation  had  gone  to  the  dogs.  Then 
this  wire  came  back  from  them: 
"Please  send  on  some  more  dogs. 
Parents  and  grandparents  have  taken 
possession  of  all  those  on  hand." 

—D.  B.  M. 
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More  Leaps,  Less  Looks 


Lj^OR  a  good  long  time  we  have  been 

having  a  Children's  Hour,  when  tra- 
dition demands  that  one's  whole  atten- 
tion be  devoted  to  the  little  ones.  The 
fact  that  said  hour  is  often  3  a.m.  and 
sometimes  stretches  from  12  to  12  is 
beside  the  point.  We  have  a  well- 
established  Children's  Hour.  And  we 
also  have  designated  a  Mother's  and 
a  Father's  Day,  to  say  nothing  of 
various  Weeks  and  Months. 

At  this  point  it  comes  to  mind  that 
if  we  did  not  have  the  Year  with  which 
we  now  are  blessed,  the  aforementioned 
occasions  would  suffer  even  more  than 
they  do  at  present  from  lack  of  cele- 
brants. I  refer,  of  course,  to  Leap- 
Year. 

Leap-Year,  that  season  set  aside  for 
ladies  to  propose  marriage  to  gentlemen 
instead  of  its  being  done  in  the  opposite 
or  book  of  etiquette  way,  falls  most 
opportunely.  To  mention  but  one 
consideration,  decrease  in  our  native 
stock  has  caused  the  outlook  to  be 
"viewed  with  alarm."  Leap-Year  may 
well  be  the  making  of  1924. 

Leap-Year  has  been  showing  up 
every  four  years  for  some  time,  and  no 
doubt  has  been  a  real  boon  to  those 
who  have  taken  advantage  of  it.  Some 
of  us  probably  owe  a  great  deal  to  its 
gentle  usage,  which  may  be  termed  a 
temporary  reversal  of  sentiment.  But 
there  is  well-founded  fear  that  not  all 
has  been  made  of  Leap-Year  that 
could  be.  Very  likely  on  some  years 
it  fell  so  flat  that  it  was  distinguished 
only  by  the  fact  that  February  had  an 
extra  day.  This  year  that  n-.ust  not 
happen,  even  if  we  have  to  organize  a 
drive  with  posters  and  plenty  of  pub- 
licity to  put  it  across. 

Some  of  the  trouble  with  Leap-Year 
in  the  past  surely  was  due  to  the  hesi- 
tancy of  girls  to  speak  out  and  pop  the 
question,  well  within  their  rights  though 
they  would  have  been.  But  those 
were  the  days  of  blushes,  swoons  and 
downcast  eyes.  From  all  reports,  the 
conventions  are  somewhat  freer  nowa- 
days and  prospects  are  bright.  Folks 
say  that  the  modern  girl  is  bolder  and 
not  so  apt  to  hang  back.  Even  so,  it 
is  up  to  the  men  to  rise  to  the  spirit  of 


By  Fairfax  Downey 

the  year  and  encourage  the  opposite 
sex,  especially  the  more  bashful,  if  any. 

The  following  are  suggested  to  men 
as  the  five  best  ways  of  egging  girls  on. 
Appended  are  cautions  against  the 
wrong  responses,  as  well  as  a  series  of 
proper  answers  which  cannot  fail  to 
bring  some  result. 

Man:  I  keep  wearing  holes  in  my 
socks  and  I  have  no  one  to  darn  them 
for  me. 

Right  Leap-\  ear  answer  by  girl: 
Won't  you  let  me  darn  them  for  you 
dear — always? 

Wrong  Leap-Year  answer  by  girl : 
Throw  'em  away  and  buy  some  new 
ones,  old  thing. 

For  Situation  No.  2,  the  man  takes 
a  ukulele  or  a  musical  instrument  and 
sings  in  rapid  succession,  "I  Want  a 
Girl  Just  Like  the  Girl  That  Married 
Dear  Old  Dad"  and  "You  Remind 
Me  of  My  Mother." 

Right  answer  by  girl :  Oh,  

(name)  !  Dare  I  hope?  May  I  be 
your  wife? 

Wrong  answer  by  girl:  Say,  don't 
you  know  any  new  tunes? 

For  Emergency  No.  3,  the  man  is 
to  mention  he  would  like  a  little  home 


of  his  own  on  a  leafy  country  lane,  a 
happy  group  waiting  to  meet  him  on  his 
return  from  work. 

Right  answer  by  girl:  May  I  be  she 
who  waits  for  you  at  the  gate,  our  little 
ones  clinging  to  my  skirt? 

Wrong  answer:  Wake  up,  you're 
dreaming  out  loud. 

When  the  man  expresses  his  very 
natural  inclination  toward  a  small, 
quiet  wedding.  Opportunity  No.  4  has 
been  presented. 

Right  answer  by  girl :  I  had  always 
wished  for  a  large  church  affair,  dar- 
ling. But  since  you  insist,  small  and 
quiet  it  is.     When? 

Wrong  answer:  Whatever  got  your 
mind  on  that  track?  Let's  go  see  a 
movie. 

The  Fifth  Play  may  be  recognized 
by  the  man's  imprinting  a  kiss  on  the 
girl's  lips. 

Right  answer  by  girl :  Oh,  oh,  did 
you  really  mean  that?  I  love  you,  too. 
And,  never  fear,  I  can  be  ready  by 
June. 

Wrong  answer:  Gosh,  I  thought  I 
was  going  to  have  to  get  you  to  play 
post-office! 


Olive  (with  wet  eyes) :    "M-men  are  all  1-liars." 
Jessie:     "Oh,  don't  say  that." 

Olive:     "Well,  I  s-suppose  there  are  a  few  who  are  not,  but  all  the  really 
n-nice  ones  are!" 
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Hat  check  girl:     "Haven't   you   forgotten  something. 


Absent-minded  husband   (whose  wife  has  constantly 
to  remind  him)  :     "Oh,  yes,  dear." 


Hypocondriacal 

The  party  was  set  for  Friday  night. 
If  the  party  took  place  on  Friday  night 
it  was  an  easy  bet  that  Reginald  would 
not,  could  not,  be  at  his  desk  on  Sat- 
urday morning,  which  was  why  Regin- 
ald decided  that  on  that  particular 
morning  he  should  be  ill,  oh,  much  too 
ill  to  appear  at  work.  Now  it  hap- 
pened that  Reginald  was  a  very  husky 
youngster  and  he  feared  that  his  ab- 
sence might  be  the  cause  of  a  rude 
shock  and  even  suspicions. 

"It  will  be  necessary,"  he  decided, 
"to  pave  the  way." 

Accordingly,  on  Friday  morning  he 
declared  that  he  was  not  feeling  quite 
up  to  what  one  should  feel  up  to.  At 
eleven  o'clock  he  groaned  slightly  and 
at  noon  he  complained  of  pains  in  the 
head  and  back. 


At  lunch  he  was  the  object  of  much 
sympathy.  The  staff  were  most  solici- 
tous. 

"To  tell  the  truth,  old  man,"  said 
Prett,  "you  doni  look  too  well — sort 
of  blue  under  the  eyes." 

"Let  me  feel  your  pulse,"  said 
Brown.  "Don't  you  think  you'd  bet- 
ter sit  down  and  have  a  glass  of 
water?  " 

"I  feel  awful!"  said  Reggie. 

"You  look  as  though  you  could 
hardly  stand,"  observed  someone. 

"Let's  see,"  added  somebody  else, 
"that  isn't  a  rash  you're  getting  is  it?" 

By  four  o'clock  it  was  evident  that 
if  Reginald  did  not  appear  at  the  of- 
fice on  Saturday  morning  everyone 
would  understand.  That  was  fixed 
all  right  and  Reginald's  plan  would 
have  worked  if  he  had  not  been  taken 
away  in  the  ambulance  at  four  fifteen. 


firmly  convinced   that  he  would  never 
live  even  to  see  Saturday  morning. 
— /.  £.  M. 

G— G— G 

The  Question 

(Triolet) 
She  loves  me  to-day, 

Will  she  love  me  to-morrow? 
I  ought  to  be  gay 

— She  loves  me  to-day — 
But  I  only  can  say 

With  forebodings  of  sorrow, 
"She   loves  me   to-day, 

"Will  she  love  me  to-morrow?" 


G— G— G 
A  latch  key  is  a  symbol  of  night- 
errantry. 
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2924  A.D. 

The  Superman,  the  Superwoman, 
and  the  Superchild  were  visiting  the 
museum. 

"Look,  Daddy!"  cried  the  Super- 
child  eagerly,  "what  is  that  strange  lit- 
tle animal  with  the  worried  face  and 
the  clenched  fists  in  the  glass  cage?" 

The  Superman  bent  closer  and  read 
the  inscription. 

"That,  my  son,  is  one  of  the  ances- 
tors of  our  race ;  a  human  being  who 
lived  in  the  dark  chaotic  days  of 
1924." 

"What!"  cried  the  Superchild  in- 
credulously, "do  you  mean  to  say  that 
we  sprang  from  creatures  like  that? 
Oh,  isn't  it  horrible!"     He  shuddered. 

"There  was  a  time,"  said  the  Super- 
man reminiscently,  "when  it  was 
thought  that  divine  beings  like  our- 
selves could  not  possibly  have  sprung 
from  such  low  forms  of  life.  In  fact, 
it  was  denied  by  many  prominent  pub- 
lic men  and  some  colleges  were  for- 
bidden to  teach  it.  Now,  however,  all 
that  is  changed." 

"Here  is  a  sample  copy  of  the 
strange  little  creature's  newspaper," 
said  the  Superwoman;  "it  has  been 
preserved  in  a  glass  case  beside  him. 
Let  us  read  it." 

They  looked  at  the  yellowed  sheet 
curiously.  Spread  across  the  page  in 
glaring  red  and  black  letters  were  the 
head-lines: 

FIFTEEN  KILLED  IN  RAIL- 
WAY ACCIDENT  —  THIRTY- 
SEVEN  KILLED  IN  EXPLO- 
SION—SEVEN KILLED  IN 
AUTOMOBILE  ACCIDENT- 
THREE  HUNDRED  AND 
FIFTY  KILLED  IN  EARTH- 
QUAKE —  THIRTEEN  POIS- 
ONED BY  BOOTLEG  LIQUOR 
—FIFTY-FOUR  SMOTHERED 
TO  DEATH  IN  MINE— SEVEN- 
TEEN DROWNED  WHEN  CAR 
PLUNGES  OVER  EMBANK- 
MENT INTO  RIVER. 

"Daddy,"  said  the  Superchild  in  an 
awed  voice,  "just  think  how  clever  he 
must  have  been  to  dodge  all  those  ac- 
cidents. It  must  have  been  a  hard 
day's  work  for  him  just  to  keep  from 
being  killed." 

And  all  three  looked  at  the  emaci- 
ated little  figure  with  more  respect. 
— L.  R.  H. 


"Young  man.  did  I  see  you  kissing  my  daughter?" 

"I  really  don't  know,  sir.    I  was  too  occupied  at  the  time  to  notice.' 


Our  Monthly  Crusade  Against  the  Unknown  Vices 

Yes  we  have  no — 


This  month  we  will  all  gird  our- 
selves up  and  down  and  step  forward 
six  paces  and  hand  a  few  nasty  lefts 
to  the  English  language  as  given  to  the 
world  by  the  average  American  tongue. 

Could  the  following  resolution  be 
moved  by  the  assistant  general  mana- 
ger of  the  Great  North  West  by  South 
East  Life  Assurance  Company,  sec- 
onded by  the  Mayor  of  Newmarket, 
Ontario,  and  passed  unanimously? 

"We  are  of  the  opinion  that  the 
following  collection  of  words  should 
be  heaved,  struck,  thrown  and  kicked 
out  of  the  English  language  and 
a  fine  of  five  Berengarian  pesetas  im- 
posed on  any  sane  individual  using  them 
without  a  permit  from  the  Minister  of 
Marine,  as  we  consider  they  are  all 
wet: — 

Just  wonderful 

Hot   dog 

Ever  since  my  operation 

Is  featured 

Listen   kid 


My  dear,  you'd  simply  love — 

Unprepared  as  I  am 

The  great  open  spaces 

The  cat's  pyjamas 

Isn't  there  something  else  I  can  show 

you? 
Sweet  mama. 
Silver  collection." 

— /.  A.  C. 

G— G— G 

One  of  Your  Foolish  Questions, 
Mr.    Goldberg 

"Are  you  going  out,  dear?"  asked 
Steve's  sweet  sister-in-law  as  she  saw 
him  putting  on  his  overshoes,  fur-lined 
coat,  gauntlets  and  earmuffs. 

"No,  my  child,"  he  replied,  "I  am 
just  going  to  take  the  roof  off  the 
house  so  that  I  will  be  closer  to 
nature." 

G— G— G 

Backbiters  should  be  given  the  cold 
shoulder. 
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Canadian  Tax-payer:     "It  may  be  common,  but  it's  becoming. 


18 


s@e0» 


Confessions  of  a  Budding  Genius 


■VJOT  long  ago  I  read  a  magazine  article  in  which  the 
writer  heralded  the  lazy  man  as  the  hope  of  the  race. 
He  said  that  laziness  was  a  sign  of  superior  intelligence; 
that  many  men  of  genius  had  been  lazy.  Darwin  was 
lazy;  Goethe,  Newton,  Hegel  were  lazy;  Mark  Twain, 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  Samuel  Johnson,  Thackeray,  Ibsen, 
Herbert  Spencer  were  all  noted  for  conspicuous  indo- 
lence. In  fact,  indolence  seems  to  be  a  prime  requisite 
of  genius. 

This  was  a  great  discovery  for  me.  The  fact  that  I 
possessed  laziness  to  a  marked  degree,  and  had  suffered 
no  end  of  disparagement  and  malignity  at  the  hands  of 
my  friends  because  of  it,  caused  me  to  rejoice  exceedingly 
when  I  found  that  laziness  is  a  sign  of  genius.  I  have 
my  feet  firmly  planted  on  the  first  rung  of  the  ladder  of 
fame  and  I  stand  with  my  face  looking  upward. 

I  must  confess  that  until  I  read  the  article  extolling 
laziness,  I  was  rather  ashamed  of  my  failing.  I  felt  that 
there  was  some  sort  of  stigma  attached  to  it;  that  I  must 
hide  it  at  all  costs.  Whenever  I  felt  the  tide  of  laziness 
sweeping  over  me,  inundating  me  like  a  flood,  I  would  go 
about  shamming  a  sort  of  vivacity  which  I  did  not  feel; 
and  if  my  laziness  had  reached  the  stage  where  going 
about  shamming  vivacity  was  out  of  the  question,  I 
would  just  sit  there  and  suffuse  my  face  with  animation. 
I  little  thought  my  malady  was  due  to  the  fires  of  genius, 
manifesting  themselves  in  an  established  way.  I  even 
used  to  fight  against  it.  Morning  after  morning  I  have 
turned  on  the  light  at  six  o'clock,  propped  my  notebook 
against  my  knees,  and  poised  my  pen  expectantly,  waiting 
for  the  flood  of  ideas  that  I  thought  would  be  the  reward 
of  my  superior  energy.  But  it  never  came.  The  only 
effect  this  performance  had  on  my  mmd  was  to  fill  it  with 
a  great  gnawing  emptiness.  If  I  thought  at  all  it  was 
to  wonder  whether  Emily  had  remembered  to  soak  the 
prunes  for  breakfast,  and  how  much  longer  Albert  would 
continue  to  jeopardize  the  domestic  harmony  by  leaving 
his  boots  on  the  tapestry  chair.  .  .  .  But — let  me  roll 
out  at  nine,  spend  a  lazy  day  in  the  country  or  in  the 
library  with  a  book,  and  the  flood  of  ideas  would  come 
so  thick  and  fast  I  couldn't  keep  track  of  them.  I  have 
had  thousands  of  brilliant  ideas  forever  lost  to  the  world 
because  I  didn't  know  enough  to  exploit  my  own  laziness. 
After  this  I  shall  be  more  careful. 

Most  of  the  housewives  in  our  village  look  on  lazi- 
ness as  a  deadly  sin.  They  show  a  martyr-like  indiffer- 
ence to  the  short-cuts  and  contrivances  that  make  house- 
work easy,  and  look  on  me  with  disdainful  superiority 
because  I  use  them.  In  fact,  I  have  been  finding  it 
more  and  more  difficult  to  hold  my  own  against  the 
deadly  tide  of  public  opinion  in  this  matter.  It  isn't 
the  outspoken  criticism  that  bothers  me ;  it's  the  uplifted 
eyebrow  and  the  damning  innuendo.  For  instance,  dur- 
ing the  preserving  season  I   hardly  dare  show  my  head 


outside  of  the  door.  I  know  that  every  one  of  the  thrifty 
housewives  in  the  village  is  laying  for  me  as  the  school- 
boys lay  for  the  new  minister's  little  son  with  the  velvet 
suit.  They  are  going  to  flay  me  with  their  eyebrows 
because  I  am  not  putting  up  ninety-seven  quarts  of  plums 
and  seventy-two  quarts  of  gooseberries  (so  reasonable 
this  year,  too,  it's  a  shame!)  instead  of  using  fresh  fruit 
when  it's  in  season  and  canned  fruit  when  it  isn't.  This 
sort  of  thing  was  beginning  to  shatter  my  self-respect. 
But  now  I  am  filled  with  a  strange  new  courage.  Their 
eyebrows  cannot  darken  my  life  any  longer. 

Many  of  my  friends  tell  me  that  they  have  never 
had  a  chance  to  cultivate  laziness.  They  say  that  they 
have  spent  two-thirds  of  their  married  lives  trailing  at 
their  husband's  heels,  finding  things  for  them;  or  stand- 
ing at  their  elbows  ready  to  jump  at  such  requests  as, 
"Say,  wherejuh  put  my  new  tie,  willyuh  get  it?"  ...  . 
It  may  be  interesting  to  novices  in  the  art  of  laziness 
to  know  how  I  have  solved  this  problem.  It  has  to  do 
with  a  singularly  long  bamboo  cane  with  a  thin,  curved 
handle,  which  has  been  in  the  house  as  long  as  I  can 
remember.  How  I  would  get  through  a  day  without  it 
now,  I  cannot  imagine.  I  use  it  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing to  put  the  window  down.  I  sleep  with  the  window 
open  in  all  weather,  but  I  detest  having  the  wind  snap 
(Cdiitinued   on    Pn/ir   "0.  i 
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Radio  Term:    The  Transformer. 
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Post  Mortem 

They  talk  about  the  evening  gown 

That  Sally  Freeman  wore. 

They  say  it's  all  about  the  town 

That  Maude  and  Theodore — 

Well,  not  engaged,  but  then  you  know, 

"I  have  no  doubt  they  would  be.    .    .    . 

And  Maude  is  nearly  thirty  so 

It's  really  time  they  should  be. 


"And  Harry  Pratt!     Disgusting!     Yes! 
He  must  have  been  to  dinner  first.    .    .    . 
He  feels  quite  punk  to-day,  I  guess. 
He  surely   has   an   awful   thirst! 
What  can  Jane  see  in  such  a  tank? 
He  talked  to  me  about  his  soul ; 
Meanwhile  he  dipped  his  glass  and  drai 
The  water  from  the  goldfish  bowl. 


"That  red-haired  girl  from  Montreal? 

Well,  really,  dear,  without  a  doubt.    .    .    . 

I  simply  can't  see  her  at  all! 

I  wonder  what  they  rave  about. 

She  has  an  awful  line  I  bet.   .   .   . 

I  thought  the  music  was  a  crime!" 

So  pass  the  morning  hours  and  yet 

They  say  they  had  a  lovely  time!  — /.  E.  M. 


As  Whoever  it  is  That  Writes 

the    Advertisements    for    the 

Movies  Would   Have   it — 

Humply  Dumpty 

SEE— The  Fall  of  a  Great  Man! 
The  Spectacular  Charge  of  I  0,000  of 
the  King's  Horse  and  Men !  The 
Great  Wall  of  China!  A  Smashmg 
Hit!  The  white  and  yoke  of  human 
experience  scrambled  into  a  great  prob- 
lem play! 

Little  Red  Riding  Hood 

See  Longtail,  the  Marvel  Dog,  in  a 
gripping  role.  What  brought  the 
frightened  girl  to  the  mysterious  cot- 
tage in  the  forest?  They  called  her 
the  Woman  in  Red!  The  battle  be- 
tween the  defenceless  girl  and  the 
wolf  in  bed  clothing.  The  all-devour- 
ing love  of  the  brute  for  beauty! 
Jack   and   Jill 

All  for  the  love  of  a  woman!  How 
many  crowns  have  been  lost?  How 
far  can  a  man  climb  for  the  woman  he 
loves?  Should  the  wife  share  the  hus- 
band's burden?  She  thought  she 
could — but  could  she?  And  when 
the  husband  falls,  what  then?  Solve 
for  yourself  this  absorbing  riddle  amid 
the  elegant  surroundings  of  the  Odium 
Theatre  at  75c.  a  s  at. 


Is  All   Fair   in   Love? 

(Plans  and  specifications  after 
Wordsworth) 
Since  Lucy's  to  her  beau  engaged, 
I   dread  to   hear  them  coo. 
And  how  I've  shuddered  when  they've 

staged 
Their  public  billing,  too. 
In  baby  talk  they  babble  loud. 
And  make  the  eyes  of  sheep. 
The  mush  they  speak  before  a  crowd 
Would  make  strong  men  to  weep. 
A  while  ago  they  were  discreet; 
'Twas  they  who  would  avoid. 
While  then  they  were  in  secret  sweet. 
Now  they  are  all  for  Freud. 
From  sitting  room  and  porch  I  flee. 
From   stairways  vainly  flinch; 
In  tonneau  shrink   from  making  three. 
With  couple  in  a  clinch. 
They  tell  me  that  I  must  not  go. 
No  difference,  is  their  plea. 
My  presence  makes  to  them,  but  Oh! 
The  diff-er-ence  to  me! 

— Fairfax  Downey. 
G-G  -G 
The  Drama  Lover  Looks 
Backwards 

The  rising  of  the  curtain  always 
thrills  me,  so  I  arrived  early  at  the 
theatre  to  witness  it.      On  account  of 


some  tall  people  taking  their  seats  in 
the  row  ahead  of  me,  I  just  saw  the 
curtain  as  it  reached  the  top  of  the 
proscenium. 

The  backs  of  the  members  of  a  late 
dinner  party  who  trooped  in  front  ob- 
scured a  trifle  the  climax  of  the  first 
act.  And  gentlemen  who  had  been 
taking  the  air  during  the  intermission 
and  a  little  later  blocked  my  view  of 
early  incidents  of  the  second  act,  as, 
consistently,  they  did  likewise  for  the 
first  of  the  third  act. 

Hurried  commuters  who  had  to 
leave  early  to  catch  their  trains,  along 
with  persons  who  did  not  care  to  sit 
through  the  play,  interposed  their 
shoulders  between  my  vision  and  the 
stage  during  the  climax  of  the  drama. 

So  I  went  home  and  invented  a  new 
plan  for  theatre  construction,  whereby 
the  occupant  of  each  seat  shall  reach 
it  by  emerging  from  a  tunnel  directly 
in  front  of  it — the  sort  of  passage  the 
orchestra  uses. 

This  plan  should  win  instant  favor 
with  the  public — -providing  it  has 
enough  baldng. — D. 

G—G—G 

"This  is,  roughly,  what  I  intend  to 
do,"  she  explained,  hitting  her  husband 
:n  the  eye. 
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SAM  SLICK.  By  Thomas  Chandler  Halihurton.  Edited 
with  a  Critical  Estimate  and  a  Biography  by  Ray  Palmer  Baker, 
Ph.  D.      Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart. 

A  new  edition  of  selected  writings  from  the  pen  of  the  "father 
of  American  humor."  It  seems  to  us  that  a  surprisingly  large 
number  of  Canadians  are  totally  ignorant  of  these  gems.  We 
venture  to  say  that  there  are  none  who  are  practically  ignorant, 
since  a  taste  is  enough  to  insure  the  reader's  following  the  adven- 
tures of  this  amusing  character  to  the  end.  At  the  risk  of  turn- 
mg  away  prospective  readers,  we  will  state  our  belief  that  Sam 
Slick  is  quite  as  amusing  as  Pickwick  Papers,  whose  Samuel 
Weller  he  resembles  in  many  ways. 

THE  MAGPIE.  By  Douglas  Durkin.  Toronto:  Long- 
mans Green,  Publishers. 

The  voice  crying  in  the  Canadian  literary  wilderness  is  be- 
ginning to  be  heard.  Of  late  two  more  volumes  which  lead  us 
to  hope  for  a  genuine  Canadian  novel  have  appeared.  The  first 
is  "Cattle,"  by  Onoto  Watanna,  reviewed  last  month,  and  the 
second  is  "The  Magpie."  We  have  had  time  to  read  many 
roasts  of  Douglas  Durkin's  book  from  the  pens  of  several  ad- 
mirable critics,  but  in  spite  of  its  many  obvious  faults  it  seems  to 
us  that  it  is  one  of  the  first  real  novels  in  the  modern  style  written 
in  Canada.  It  is  a  clever  and  faithful  portrayal  of  life,  not 
omitting  the  commonplaces.  It  lacks  strength  in  that  several  of 
the  plot  ideas  are  vaguely  reminiscent  and  again  in  the  instance  of 
the  final  disposal  of  the  wife  of  the  misunderstood  hero;  it  sur- 
prised  and   shocked  us   a   little. 

Better  books  can  be  written  by  Douglas  Durkin,  too,  but  this 
one  is  worth  reading. 

WIFE  OF  THE  CENT  A  UR.  By  Cyril  Hume.  Doran 
&  Company,  New  York.     $2.50. 

A  first  novel  by  a  Yale  man  that  at  once  draws  comparison 
to  the  first  work  of  Scott  Fitzgerald  and  his  studies  of  adoles- 
cence. When  Mr.  Hume  wrote  this  book  he  had  little  pity 
for  his  typewriter;  it  is  too  long  for  the  subject,  but  one  cannot 
accuse  it  of  flippantness.  It  is  sound  and  sincere,  but  less  subtle 
and  brilliant  than  such  a  book  should  be.  Jeffrey  Dwyer,  the 
hero,  is  among  other  things  a  college  man,  a  poet,  a  "loose  egg" 
with  a  conscience,  and  a  bit  of  a  gad-fly.  And  in  pursubg  the 
gay  and  popular  Inez  Martin  he  almost  breaks  the  heart  of 
little  Joan  Converse  who  is  ready  and  waiting.  Just  as  it 
should,  the  story's  end  sees  happiness.  Jeffrey  has  a  "line" 
that  is  very  modern,  and  that,  when  tried  at  any  dance,  house- 
party  or  other  occasion  where  those  proceeding  to  degrees  are 
wont  to  commingle,  should  bring  results.  If  you  start  this 
study,  371  pages  in  length,  you  will,  in  all  probability,  finish  it. 
It  is  that  kind  of  a  book. 

—W.  w.  w. 


Have   You    Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can 
borrow  the  latest  English  and  French 
novels,  biographies  and  plays  for  a  few 
■ents    a    day  ? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  The  Corner 
1184    Bay    Street,   South    of    Bloor. 


ANTIC  HAY.  By  Aldous  Huxley.  Chatto  &  Windus, 
London.      $1.75. 

The  title  is  taken  from  Kit  Marlowe  who  sang  long  ago: 
My  men  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the  lawns 
Shall  with  their  goat-feet  dance  the  antic  hay. 

The  dancers  in  this  highly  satirical  and  thoroughly  amusing 
novel  are  school-masters,  architects,  painters,  poets,  scientists, 
and  aesthetes.  And  for  partners  in  the  dance  they  have  Mrs. 
Viveash,  Rosie,  Emily  and  others,  all  of  whom  can  step  a 
measure  whether  the  antic  hay  be  growing  in  London  or  on  the 
green  countryside.  We  first  meet  Theodore  Gumbril  as  a 
master  listening  to  a  chapel  sermon  in  a  boys'  school.  The  hard 
bench  he  is  seated  on  inspires  him  to  invent  trousers  with  a 
pneumatic  seat  and  thus  create  "civilization's  substitute  for 
steatopygism."  So  frequent  are  the  aberrations  from  the 
accepted  form  of  novel  that  a  plot  is  all  but  lost.  The  English 
critics  have  shown  such  uniformity  in  reviewing  with  a  benevolent 
gesture  this  author's  "Chrome  Yellow"  and  "Mortal  Coils," 
only  to  add  that  when  Mr.  Huxley  grows  older  he  should  show 
greater  maturity,  that  we  strongly  suspect  that  he  has  deliberately 
unbuttoned  his  undervest  so  the  world  may  see  a  heart  whose 
irony  is  altogether  homologous  with  senescence.  While  Mr. 
Huxley  is  the  bitterest  of  present-day  sophisticates,  he  is  also 
(with  the  exception  of  Carl  Van  Vechten)  the  only  one  who 
is  able  to  achieve  the  results  with  esoteric  grace  that  so  many 
are  trying  for.  This  penetrating  "bitter-sweet"  has  no  hesitancy 
in  attacking  many  of  the  most  venerable  forms  of  bunkum  which 
are  now  accepted  custom  and  convention.  It  is  not  recom- 
mended as  the  ideal  book  for  a  Sunday-school  library,  but  that 
IS  no  reason  why  you  should  not  appreciate  it  for  what  it  is,  a 
gay  and  diverting  book.  — W .   IV.   W. 

A  LOST  LADY.  By  Willa  Gather.  This  book  helps 
keep  the  author  at  the  top  of  the  list  of  American  women 
novelists. 

ARLIE  GELSTON.  By  Roger  L.  Sergei.  Proves  that 
a  girl  can  he  as  wicked  in  Iowa  as  in  any  other  place. 

A  SON  AT  THE  FRONT.  By  Edith  Wharton.  Care- 
ful work  in  the  author's  characteristic  finished  style. 

{Continued  on  page  28.) 
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Aspirin 


Say  "Bayer"  and  Insist! 


S 


'omum. 


Unless  you  see  the  "Bayer  Cross"  on 
tablets,  you  are  not  getting  Aspirin  at  all. 
Accept  only  genuine  "Bayer  Tablets  of 
Aspirin,"  which  contain  directions  and  dose 
worked  out  by  physicians  during  23  years 
and  proved   safe  by  millions  for 

Colds  Headache 

Toothache  Rheumatism 

Neuritis  Lumbago 

Neuralgia  Pain,  Pain 

Handy  boxes  of  twelve  tablets  cost  few 
c«nt8.  Druggists  also  sell  bottles  of  24 
and  100.  Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (regis- 
tered in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of 
Monoaceticacidester  of  Salicylicacid.  While 
it  is  well  known  that  Aspirin  means  Bayer 
manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against 
imitations,  the  Tablets  of  Bayer  Company 
will  be  stamped  with  their  general  trade 
mark,  the  "Bayer  Cross." 


Twenty  Years  is  a  Long  Time 

She — "I  wonder  if  you  remember 
me?  Twenty  years  ago  you  asked  me 
to  marry  you." 

Absent-minded  Prof.  —  "Ah,  yes, 
and  did  I?"  — Gargoyle. 


G— G— G 

Self -Service 

Mother:      "Tommy,   what  are  you 
doing  in  the  pantry?" 

Tommy:      "Oh,  just  putting  a  few 
things  away."  — Punch  Bowl. 


MAIL 

WOUR  PHOTO   «r<o 
T$H2»  fORrtPCWCIL 

oftCRftYOM  stsercH 

$322    rOR.  A  PCM 
ANO   IM^    SKETCH 

To^Gtrf  ®AKe«_ 
39  cee  Ave.TORouro 

ASK  roR  rOLDCA 

''eecone  an  artist' 


Day  and  Eveninpr  Cla.sses  in  Commer- 
cial Art,  Story  Illustrating,  and  Show 
Card  Writing  are  being  held  under  the 
direction  of  Giff  Baker,  39  Lee  Ave., 
Toronto. 

Apply  for  Terms. 
We    assist   students    in    obtaining   em- 
plojTtient  and  selling  their  work. 


PcrfeclBlend 


Salada  is  synonymous 
with  the  best  in  Teas. 
Skilfully  blended  from 
choice,  fresh,  tender 
leaves,  and  sold  only  in 
sealed  aluminum  pack- 
ets, it  gives  to  the  con- 
sumer the  utmost  in  de- 
licious flavor,  strength, 
and  purity.  Properly 
made,  every  cup  is  per- 
fection. 
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$TMLLei^$ 


Qjou  just  know  he  sells  them 
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Ask-Us  in  the  morning  and  set  your  watch  aright, 
Perhaps  its  pretty  near  correct  but  why  not  have  it  quite, 
Or  maybe  you  forget  to  wmd  the  darn  thing  over  night. 

Ask -us 
If  you're  contemplating  travelhng  and  want  to  find  a  train 
Should  you  carry  your  umbrella?     What's  the  forecast,  fine  or  rain? 
Remember  you  got  wet  last  week;  don't  run  the  risk  again. 

Ask -us 
Where  to  see  a  picture — if  you're  a  movie   fan. 
The  closing  price  of  certain  stocks,  or  how  the  horses  ran. 
You'd  like  to  get  these  answers  quick,  well  now,  you  know,  you  can. 

Ask-us 
What's  the  distance  to  the  moon  and  why  is  water  white. 
Why  is  lead  so  heavy  and  aluminum  so  light, 
What's  the  highest  mountain  in  the  world  and  what's  its  height. 

^^^^^  Ask-us 

^^^^^^^^"^^^"^^^^  The  best  way  to  go  to  China,  the  wholesale  price  of  cheese. 

Who  was  the  Queen  in  '84,  and  questions  such  as  these 
On  every  sort  of  subject  and  as  often  as  you  please. 

Ask-us 
Ask-Us  all  your  questions,  however  great  or  small. 
At  all  hours  of  the  day  or  night  we're  waiting  for  your  call ; 
No  matter  what  they  are  we've  got  the  answer  to  them  all. 

Ask-us 
Ask-Us  early,  Ask-Us  late, 
Ask-Us  often,  don't  hesitate. 
Ask-Us  Adelaide  5702, 
And  ascertain  if  this  be  true. 
Ask-us 

General  Information  Service  "Ask-us,"  810  Federal  Bldg.,  Toronto 


AS  NECESSARY  AS 
YOUR.  TELEPHONE. 


DOND  interest  is 

the  salaried  man's 

insurance   against 

loss    of   earning 

power 


Dqmi?^io2^  Securities 

CORPORATION  LI>iITED 

HEAD  OFFICE;  TORONTO  26  KINO  ST.  E. 
MONTREAL  ESTABLISHED  1901  LONDON,  ENa 


The  Weaker  Sex 


I  sat  by  the  duchess  at  tea — 

It  was  just  as  I  thought  it  would  be: 

From  her  regions  internal 

Came  sounds  most  infernal 
And  everyone  thought  it  was  me!        — Brown  Jug 

G— G— G 

He  (to  fair  stranger) — Pardon  me,  miss,  but  do  you 
speak  Swiss  ? 

She— No,  indeed.     Why? 

He — Neither  do  I.  Let's  get  acquainted — that's 
one  thing  we  already  have  in  common! — Punch  Bowl 
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Jkil^ynr  tiiatjack  6ou^ 


THIS  is  the  razor  that  Jack  bought. 


THIS  is  the  enterprising  blade, 

Shiny  and  sharp,  that's  specially  made. 

To  fit  the  razor  that  Jack  bought. 


THIS  is  the  strop — at  the  foot  of  his  bed — 
That  slips  through  a  slot  in  the  razor's  head. 
And  keeps  the  ever  industrious  blade 
As  sharp  for  weeks  as  when  it  was  made 
To  fit  the  razor  that  Jack  bought. 


THIS  is  the  time   (10  seconds  a  day). 

Spent  by  Jack  in  stropping  away 

With   the    strop   that    hangs   at   the    foot    of 

his  bed. 
That,  slipped  through  the  slot  m  the  razor's 

head. 
Sharpens  the  persevering  blade 
And  keeps  it  as  keen  as  when  it  was  made 
To  fit  the  razor  that  Jack  bought. 


AND    this   is   Jack's    face,    all    shaven    and 

shorn. 
As  clean  as  the  face  of  a  babe  new-born. 
That  proves  that  the  odd   I  0  seconds  a  day 
Spent  by  Jack  in  stroppmg  away 
With    the   strop   that   hangs    at   the    foot   of 

his   bed. 
And    slips    through    the    slot    in    the    razor's 

head. 
Has  kept  the  pertmacious  blade 
As  sharp  to-day  as  when  it  was  made 
For  the  VALET  razor  that  Jack  bought. 


\41et 

/luto^lrop 

Razor 

Gives  a  Quick  Shave  and  a  Good  One 
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BritishGonsols 

CPR.  Hotels 

C. PR.  Hotels  are  inter»nationallv  famous. 
British  Consols  CiqarQttes  am  nationally  famous 


In  every  C.  P.  R.  Hotel,  from  Coast  to 
Coast,  BRITISH  CONSOLS  cigarettes  j.^ 
are  proving   themselves:    "The    fastest 
growing  cigarette  in  Canada. " 

Not  only  does  the  C.  P.  R.  catty — and  se// 
BRITISH  CONSOLS  in  all  Hs  wonderful  group 
of  hotels  but  this  mighty  transportation  service  sells 
BRITISH  CONSOLS  on  all  its  trams,  over  the 
entire  system,  m  all  its  restaurants,  lunch  cour.'.ers 
and  dining  rooms;  on  all  its  dining,  buffet,  club  and 
observation  cars   and  on  all   its  Atlantic  liners. 

BRITISH  CONSOLS  are  linked  with  the 
C.  p.  R.  Service  ^c^iuume^'  as  they  are 
with  eUcTy  phase  of  Canadian  life. 


^,.-^/ 


^. ^.      f.k}^\^ 


,|t^^iii™|ii|,^ 

^-A'^fPANfF    5PRINC5    HOTEL    f—f 


Package  of 

20for25* 

10  for  15  * 


Students 


Earn  Money  in  Your 
Spare  Time 

Selling  a  valuable, 
important  and 
unique  service  to 
professional  and 
business  men. 

Apply 

General  Information  Service 

810  Federal  Building 

Toronto,  Ont. 


Sound  Scheme 

"I'd   be   much   better   off  if   they'd 
put  that  sign  on  the  mail  box." 
"What  sign?" 
"Post  no  bills." — Virginia  Reel. 

G— G— G 

Mistress:  I  am  expecting  some 
ladies  in  to  play  bridge  this  after- 
noon." 

Cook:  "I'm  sorry,  mum,  I  don't 
play  cards." — Pelican. 


MODERN  DANCING 
MISS    EDNA  HINCH 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 

Fox  Trot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private 

Lessons 

Special  rates  to  studen  ts 
For  Appointment    Phone  Trinity  0037 


EMERSON'S 

BRomO' 
SELTZEP 

IDEAL  SPOT 

for  University  sororities, 
teachers'  outmg,  etc.,  on 
beautiful  Lake  Simcoe,  at 
your  own  price.  Good  boat- 
ing, fishing,  bowling,  and 
tennis.  Excellent  dance  pa- 
vilion and  music.  For  par- 
ticulars apply  Mr.  Gulson, 
1 9  Victor  Avenue,  Toronto, 
Phone  Gerrard   5085. 


His  Repertoire 

He  was  very  quiet  during  the  first 
part  of  the  dinner  and  everyone  for- 
got that  he  was  there.  As  dessert 
was  being  served,  however,  the  host 
told  a  story. 

When  he  had  finished  and  the 
laughter  had  ceased,  his  little  son  ex- 
claimed delightedly: 

"Now,  Father,  tell  the  other  one." 
— Weekly    Telegraph    (London). 


MADISON  1N^/ 

d/  the  Corner  of  BlooR  Stpeet 
and  Madison  Avenue. 


SiftMMERINC 


or  stuttering  overcome  positively.  Our 
natural  methods  permanently  restore 
natural  speech.  Graduate  pupils  every- 
where.    Free  advice  and  literature. 

THE  ARNOTT  INSTITUTE 

KITCHENER,        -        CANADA 
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In  me  Spring 

When  cjounl  hearts  ^^^^V 
^^allersonTs  ChocolaFes 
Pleasure  brin 
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«  GUTT A 

CORD 

Efficient  Traction 
Great  Toughness 

Amazing 

Gutta  Percha  & 


PERCHA" 

TIRES 

Faithful  Construction 
Reliable  Materials 

Mileage 

Rubber  Limited 


Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto 
Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


In  the  Interest  of  Accuracy 

"You  have  heard  what  the  last  witness  said,"  persisted 
the  counsel,  "and  yet  your  evidence  is  to  the  contrary. 
Am  I  to  infer  that  you  wish  to  throw  doubt  on  her 
veracity?" 

The  polite  young  man  waved  a  deprecating  hand. 

"Not  at  all,"  he  replied.  "I  merely  wish  to  make  it 
clear  what  a  liar  I  am  if  she's  speakmg  the  truth." 

—  Til-Bits    (London) 
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QAs  Mr.  Zieafeld  £!loriifies  the  American  gir(.  so 
do  we  glorify  the  college  comic.  Our  pages  are 
crowded  with  the  gayest  things  for  which  under- 
graduate mindsare  responsible.  Ours  is  a  national 
magazine  carrying  this  exhuberance  to  every  cor- 
ner of  the  world. 

QWith  the  current  issue  we  have  attained  a 
quality  circulation  in  excess  of  a  quarter  of  a 
million  copies. 

Q  Among  our  contributors  are  George  Jean  Nathan. 
Wallace  Irwin.  Meredith  Nicholson.  H.  C.  Witwer. 
John  T.  McCutcheon.  Arthur  Somers  Roche  and 
Octavus  Roy  Cohen.  By  a  series  of  articles. 
"The  Men  Who  Make  Our  Comics",  we  are 
acquainting  the  public  with  the  college  editors. 

QCOLLEGE  HUMOR,  issued  five  times  in  1924. 
is  priced  at  35c  a  copy,  or  $1.50  a  year.  We  in- 
vite your  inspection  of  "The  Best  Comedy  in 
America"! 

G)lle^eHnmor 

102  West  Chestnut  street      Chicago 


Practising  on  the  Piano 

— The  Whirlwind 


OTfjirtJome  3nn 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 
Phone:  Trinity  9354 

The    handiest   rendezvous   in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a    la    carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 


Goblin 


27 


The  Proud  Parent 

What  Whiteman  said  was:  "To  my  mother!"  And 
he  sat  down  completely  overcome.  As  all  eyes  turned 
in  the  direction  of  his  glass  they  saw  a  sweet-faced, 
silver-haired  woman  whose  face  shone  with  happiness 
and  whose  eyes  glistened  with  tears. 

— The  Cosmopolitan. 
To  Paul   Whiteman  From  His  Mother 
POEM 

Paul,  your  mammy's  growing  old. 
Silver  threads  among  the  gold. 
Still  the  old  gal's  toes  ain't  cold. 
Hot  dog! 

When  I  watch  you  strut  your  stuff. 
Boy,  I  sure  get  feelin'  tough! 
Never  seem  to  hear  enough. 
Sweeeeeeet  sonny  f 

Big  fat  momma  I  may  be. 
My  old  age  ain't  frettin'  me. 
Jazz  just  makes  me  young  and  free. 
Burn  my  clothes! 

If  at  last  shall  come  the  day 
When  they're  puttmg  me  away. 
Though  the  funeral  march  they  play. 
Shake  your  feet! 


-Record 


G— G— G 


Lady — We  saw   the   advertisement   about   this  house 
bemg  for  sale  and  we've  come  to  see  it. 

Owner — Yes,   madam ;    but   after   reading   the  house 
agent's  description  of  it  we  have  decided  not  to  sell. 

— Passing   Show. 

G— G— G 

"I  am  from  Missouri;  you  have  to  show  me." 

"I  am  from  Elgin.     Watch  me."  — Gargoyle 

G— G— G 

Visitor    (at   murder   trial) — And   what  did   the   jury 
do  with  the  beautiful  defendant? 

Second  Visitor — Gave  a  compromise  verdict. 

"A  compromise  verdict?  " 

"Not  guilty,  but  could  not  go  into  vaudeville." 

— Punch  Bowl 


^^Say   it   with  Flowers" 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 
8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 


OLD  CHUN 

SMOKING  TOBACCO 

IS  FOUR  TIMES  SEALED 


T/ie  outer  weipper 
of aidter'^nd-motifvn 
proof psrdffin  piper, 

T/ieregu/ar  Old 
Cfium'  wrapper 
sfioMind  n^me 
ind  treiae  mark 


The  heauy 
tin  foil 


The  heai/y 
manilla  paper 


ii 


to  bring  you  the  full  richness 
and  mellow  sweetness  of  this — 


Ibbacco  of  Quality 

Manufactured  by 
IMPERIAL T05ACC0  CO.  OF  CANADA  LIMITED 


PURE  JAEGER  WOOL 

FOR   ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

GOLF  HOSE 

OVERCOATS 

CAPS 

WAISTCOATS 

SCARVES 


BATHING  SUITS 

HOSIERY 

GLOVES 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

UNDERWEAR 

SLIPPERS 


Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


^'The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


9y 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 
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— he'd  be  out  of  luck,  in- 
deed, if  he  didn't  have  a  tin 
of  Borden's  St.  Charles  Milk 
on  tap— rich  and  creamy. 
Unopened,  it  keeps  inde- 
finitely. 


P.S. — Comes  in  four  sizes 
Indivlduzd 
LARGE 

LARGER 
LARGEST 


i^^^lWi3MS^^^'^Ki^W43pSMM?MMfSWi^}SS:^'[SmY, 


I  COMING!  SIMPSON'S  I 

I  SPRING  STlflE  REVUE! 


Books — Continued 

(Continued  from   page  20.) 

BLACK   OXEN.      By   Gertrude  Atherton.      The  tale  of 
a  gland  old  lady  made  young  agam. 

HORSES  AND  MEN.     By  Sherwood  Anderson.     Not  so 
neurotic  as  some  of  his,  and  worth  reading. 

LEW  TYLER'S  WIVES.   By  Will  Irwin.     A  well-drawn 
picture  of  American  life. 

LUMMOX.      By   Fannie    Hurst.      The    tough    row   of    a 
foreign  servant  girl   in  America. 

RICEYMAN     STEPS.     By     Arnold     Bennett.       Also 
touches  on  the   servant  question.      Fine  work. 

STEPHEN  CRANE.     By  Thomas  Beer.     A  biography 
too  well  done  to  miss. 

THE  BLIND  BOW-BOY.     By  Carl  Van  Vechten.     To 
the  pure  in  mind  all  things  are  pure. 

THE  MINE  WITH  THE  IRON  DOOR.    By  Harold 
Bell  Wright.     Of  the  school  of  white  socks  and  gold  toothpicks. 

THE  WHITE  FLAG.     By  Gene  Stratton-Porter.     Drip- 
ping with  plot. 

THE  ROVER.     By  Joseph  Conrad.     A  haemoglobin  hero 
w  th  claustraphobia. 

WEEDS.     By  Pio  Baroja.     In  Spain  Baroja  compares  with 
Blasco  Ibanez  as  Dreiser  compares  with  Zane  Grey  in  America. 

YOUNG    FELIX.      By    Frank    Swinnerton.      Interesting 
struggles  in  mmd  over  matter  stuff.  — W.  W.  W. 
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ARROW 

^  COLLARS  ^ 


«  CHASE  ^ 

The  new^  CHASE  fits  a  cravat 
perfectly.  It  will  not  chafe  thq 
shirt,  and  it  reflects  the  very 
smartest  tendency  in  collar  styles^ 
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Supper  ©antes; 

Every  Evening  (Sundays  excepted)    10.30  to  1, 
will  be  held  throughout  the  season 


Luigi  Romanelli 

and  his  new  Orchestra 
will  play  exclusively 
for  the  King  Edward 
this  season. 


OF  AMERICA 


The  Dansant 

in  the  Ball  Room 
every  Wednesday 
and  Saturday  after- 
noon, 4.30  to  6.30 


Confassions  of  a  Budding  Genius 

(Conlinued  from  paye  18) 
and  crackle  around  my  knees  when  I  get  up  to  close  it. 
This  is  where  the  cane  comes  in.  All  I  have  to  do  is 
sit  up  in  bed,  grasp  the  end  of  the  cane  firmly  in  my 
hand,  and  the  handle  does  the  rest.  Then  I  raise  the 
blind  (with  the  cane)  and  open  the  door  for  the  warmer 
air  of  the  house  to  come  in.  When  Albert  opens  his 
eyes  and  growls,  "Whadjuh  do  with  my  slippers?"  I 
reach  over,  fish  them  out  (with  the  cane)  from  under 
the  table  where  he  has  kicked  them  off  the  night  before, 
lift  them  up  before  his  drowsy  eyes,  and  all  he  has  to 
do  is  to  pick  them  off  as  one  picks  apples  from  a  tree. 
It  is  so  much  easier  than  wailing  reproachfully,  "I  don't 
know  where  your  slippers  are.  They  must  be  where  you 
took  them  off!"  When  he  barks,  "Wherejuh  put  my 
grey  socks?"  instead  of  telling  him,  in  the  usual  tragedy 
queen  voice,  "Your  socks  are  always  put  in  the  third 
drawer  from  the  top  at  the  right-hand  side.  I've  been 
telling  you  that  for  years!"  I  don't  tell  him  anything 
at  all.  I  merely  reach  over,  pull  the  drawer  open  with 
the  handle  of  the  cane,  and  fish  out  the  socks.  This 
performance  goes  on  until  he  is  completely  dressed. 
When  he  goes  out  I  close  the  door  softly  (with  the 
cane)  so  that  I  won't  hear  the  final  repercussions  of  his 
departure — Emily  sees  to  the  breakfast — and  then  I 
sink  back  into  the  tranquil,  dreamless  sleep  of  the  lazily 
ingenious. 

Albert  told  me  at  dinner  last  evening  that  if  I  was 
determined  to  be  a  genius,  he  was  determined  to  get  a 
Chinese  cook.  I  told  him  I  had  the  pyjamas  and  the 
pigtail ;  I  was  sure  I  could  cultivate  the  squint.  But 
even  that  brilliant  reply  didn't  soothe  him.  Brilliant 
replies  have  a  way  of  sounding  rather  flat  over  cold 
ham  and  warmed-up  tomatoes,  but  I  had  been  at  work 
all  day  on  "The  Ideal  Home"  and  I  hadn't  had  time 
to  order  anything. 

I  have  an  idea  that  more  family  rows  are  prevented 
by  sheer  laziness  than  by  anything  else  and  I  could  call 
up  many  more  examples  of  the  value  of  laziness  but — 
I  don't  feel  quite  equal  to  the  effort;  and,  anyway,  it 
would  be  a  reckless  waste  of  energy  when  you  might 
as  well  be  finding  them  out  for  yourself.  I  am  going 
out  now  to  sit  in  the  garden  (preferably  near  some  vio- 
lently active  ant-hill  or  bee-hive,  to  consider  their  ways 
and  despise),  and  bask  in  the  delicious  consciousness 
that  I  have  come  at  last  into  my  own.  I  belong  to  the 
select  coterie  of  Lazy  Souls.     I  am  a  predestined  genius. 

—H. 
G— G— G 

Spring  Rain 

When  it  rains  in  spring. 

The  pelting  of  life 

Into  the  earth — 

Clay  figure  of  a  giant  at  rest — • 

Is  like  the  awakening  of  a  sleepy  athlete 

Under  a  blue  shower-bath: 

Slow-moving  sting  ng  flesh 

Stretches  out  with  fumbling  fingers. 

Feels  the  body  pulsing. 

Shakes  water-drops  from  a  tousled  head, 

And  draws  deep  breaths  in  the  pain  of  waking. 

— Berenice  DuRae  in  The  Columns 
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GIRLS!  A  Sporting 
Section  For  You 


This  week,  every  week,  you  7/  enjoy 
the  new,  live  special  department  de- 
voted exclusively  to  feminine  athletics 


NEWS,  CARTOON 
AND  COMMENT 

FIRST  OF  ITS  KIND  ON 
THE  CONTINENT 

Special  Articles  Written 

about  Girls  by  Girls, 

for  Girls 


The  Big  NEW  Toronto  Sunday  World  is  YOUR 
PAPER.  It  provides  for  you  for  the  first  time  the 
live,  clean,  authentic  news  you  must  have  to  keep 
abreast  of  developments  in  every  line  of  women's 
sports.  Every  athletic  girl,  her  family  and  her 
friends  will  look  for  it  eagerly  at  the  week-end. 

Canada^ s    Brightest     Week-end    Paper 

TORONTO 

SUNDAY  WORLD 
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Are  You  An  Undergraduate? 

For  the  best  piece  of  foolishness  from  an  undergraduate  received  in  this  office  by 
March  1st,  1924,  Goblin  will  give  a  prize  of  Fifteen  Dollars.  In  addition,  there  will  be 
a  second  prize  of  Ten  Dollars,  and  a  third   prize  of  Five  Dollars. 

Contributions  may  be  on  any  subject,  of  any  length  from  five  to  one  thousand 
words  and  may  be  done  either  in  prose  or  in   verse. 

The  only  qualifications  are  that  they  must  be  funny,  foolish,  and  clever;  that  the 
writing  be  done  on  one  side  of  the  paper  only  and  that  the  writer  be  an  undergraduate 
of  some  Canadian  University. 

You  may  enter  as  many  contributions  as  you  wish  for  the  contest.  In  addition  to 
the  prizes,  Goblin  will  pay  at  its  regular  rates  for  all  work  that  is  published. 

Each  contestant  should  give  the  name  of  his  or  her  University  as  well  as  the  class  to 
which  he  or  she  belongs.     Address  manuscripts  to 

Contest  Editor,  GOBLIN,  272  BAY  STREET,  TORONTO 


\a/ncL 


The  Law — "You  are  charged  with  being  a  deserter,  having 
left  your  wife.     Is  the  charge  true?" 

Lawbreaker — "No,   your   honor,    I   am   not   a   deserter,   just 
a  refugee." 

— Los,. 
G— G— G 

"What  is  your  occupation?" 
"I  used  to  be  an  organist." 
"And  why  did  you  give  it  up?" 
"The  monkey  died." 

G— G— G 


—Dodo. 


"Won't  you  join  me  in  a  cup  of  tea?" 

"Well,  you  get  in,  and  I'll  see  if  there's  any  room  left." 

— Octopus. 


Goblin 


33 


IF 


"—you  are  a  1924-niodel  human  being — 


If  you  like  Golf 

Every  issue  of  Vanity  Fair  has  re- 
marks on  the  queer  kinks  of  the  links, 
articles  by  celebrated  players,  and 
photographs  of  iheir  methods  of  play. 


And  admire  good  Dancing 

Dancers — classic,  lovely,  and  frankly 
eccentric;  famous  dancers  at  home 
and  abroad;  in  brilliant  sketches  and 
inspired  photographs;  in  every  issue. 


And  appreciate  Literature 

Vanity  Fair  shows  the  work  of  the 
younger  radicals  and  enthusiasts, — 
contrasted  with  conservatives.  Plays, 
verse,  essavs,  drama,  reviews. 


Ulustrationa  copyrighud  bjj  Vanity  Fair 


And  go  to  the  Theatre 

In  Vanity  Fair,  brilliant  reviews  of  all 
the  theatrical  activities  that  delight 
and  vivify  New  York.  Drama,  musi- 
cal comedy,  movies.   With  pictures. 


And  don't  shy  at  Art 

The  best  work  of  the  new  artists  and 
the  new  work  of  the  best  ones;  gossip 
of  the  exhibitions;  reproductions  of 
discussed  masterpieces  of  the  season. 


And  consider  your  Clothes 

Vanity  Fair  prides  itself  on  editing 
the  only  department  of  sensible,  well- 
bred  correct  men's  fashions  published 
anvwhere. 


And  play  a  little  Bridge 

Articles  for  the  bridge  incurables. 
Vanity  Fair's  auction  page  is  a  refuge 
and  a  retreat  for  confirmed  addicts. 
Mah  Jongg  also,  for  advanced  cases. 


And  are  keen  on  Cars 

The  last  word  in  luxury,  the  fastest 
clip  in  speetl ;  cars  foreign  and  domes- 
tic; aeroplanes  and  yachts;  news  of 
the  motor  salons. 


And  keep  up  with  Sport 

Tennis,  polo,  racing,  winter  sports  at 
northern  resorts;  sportsmen's  kits, 
celebrated  players;  in  articles,  sketches 
and  photographs. 


If  you  like  to  be  in  step  with  the  times,  not  to  say 
ahead  with  the  band then  read 

VANITY     FAIR 
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The  Political  Cootie 


That's  what  Roosevelt  called  it,  and 
he  had  not  only  a  gift  of  expression, 
but  always  of  putting  a  thing  in  its 
right  compartment,  and  the  Pork 
Barrel  belongs  to  the  classification 
"Cootie."  It  preys  on  the  body  politic. 
It  takes  and  gives  nothing.  If  you 
doubt  it,  read  this  stinging  arraign- 
ment by  Grattan  O'Leary.  It  is  in- 
structive. It  is  illuminating.  It  shows 
how  much  can  be  done  with  other 
people's  money. 

This  series,  under  the  general  cap- 
tion "Ottawa's  Orgy  of  Extravagance," 
is  worth  the  serious  consideration  of 
everyone.  It  is  a  damning  indict- 
ment not  only  of  this  government  but 
also  of  our  entire  governmental  sys- 
tem, that  has  made  it  possible  for 
public  servants  to  mulct  the  people 
with  a  comparatively  clear  conscience. 

A  Premier  Who  Showed 
a  Surplus 

There  is  novelty  enough  in  that  to 
make  it  worth  mentioning,  and  John 
Nelson  mentions  it  in  his  graphic 
sketch  of  Hon.  John  H.  Bell,  former 
premier  of  Prince  Edward  Island.  He 
is  a  picturesque  figure,  and  Mr.  Nel- 
son's article  is  a  picturesque  presenta- 
tion. 

Some  Arresting  Fiction 

The  Dissemblers,  by  Horace  Annes- 
ley  Vachell,  is  a  vivid,  out-of-door 
story,  told  in  the  inimitable  style  of 
that  popular  writer. 

Not  According  to  Text,  by  Charles 
G.  Booth,  is  a  crime  story  with  a  quite 
unusual  turn  to  it,  and  a  novel  type  of 
criminal. 

Sky  High,  by  Lloyd  Roberts,  is  a 
ski-ing  story  with  the  hint  of  breath- 
less adventure  tacked  on  for  good 
measure. 

These  are  only  a  few  of  the  good 
things  in  the  February  15  issue  of 


IVIACLEANS 

1         1  "CAPiADA'S  NATIONAL  MAGAZINE  " 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  West  Bloor  St.,  Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Mountain  Passes 

(Continual   from    i>n(/e   10) 
actually   serve   with  their   own   hands   their   paler   guests 
while  they  are  among  them. 

I  had  found  a  small  room  and,  after  knocking  the 
woman  again  upon  the  head  for  safety's  sake,  I  shoved 
her  in  and  closed  the  door.  I  then  went  to  join  my 
brothers. 

I  found  several  engaged  in  the  art  of  cookery.  They 
greeted  me  with  looks  of  surprise.  A  particularly  at- 
tractive looking  chicken  which  was  being  cooked  appealed 
both  to  my  eyes  and  nose.  When  it  was  finished  I  took 
it  gently  from  the  cooker  but  had  scarcely  sunk  my  teeth 
into  it  when  he  turned  upon  me  with  amazing  lack  of 
hospitality  and  demanded  it  back.  There  was  only  one 
thing  to  do.  I  produced  my  sioirka  swirka  knife,  emitted 
a  war  whoop  and  would  have  cut  him  down  to  the 
chicken's  size  had  not  the  others  intervened. 

"Coon,"  says  one,  "put  away  dat  razah!  You  sho' 
am  cou'tin'  trouble!  By  de  way,  les'  see  dat  li'l  tooth 
pick." 

"Lawdy,  lawdy!  Dat's  per't'  nigh  de  finest  li'l  social 
razah  ah've  evah  seed!"  observed  another. 
"How  much  you  take  fo'  it?" 

"Reckon  ah'll  shoot  ye  fo'  it,"  said  a  fourth,  and 
produced  the  little  sacred  cubes  which  chattered  entic- 
ingly to  one  another  in  his  palsied  hand. 

Now  to  take  part  in  this  ceremony  it  is  essential 
to  have  some  coins  or  mazuma,  as  it  is  called.  These 
are  used  as  counters.  These  I  procured  from  a  trip  into 
the  feeding  quarters  where  I  found  several  that  had  been 
left  upon  the  tables.     With  these  I  joined  in. 

Native  Samoans,  old  in  the  ceremonies  and  ritual  of 
the  islands,  believe  me  when  I  say  that  there  is  no  rite 
more  thrilling  than  the  worship  of  the  sacred  cubes.  The 
deities  favored  me  and  I  had  soon  all  the  coins  in  my 
hands. 

"Wait  a  minute!"  exclaimed  one  of  my  fellow-wor- 
shippers, "wait  a  minute!  You  ain't  seen  nothin'  yet. 
D'ere's  gwine  to  be  some  tips  out  dere  yit." 

He  left  for  the  feasting  room  where  I  had  recently 
been  and  in  a  moment  returned,  a  look  of  dismay  upon 
his  face. 

"Brethren,"  says  he,  "somebody  done  snake  de  tips!" 
For  some  reason  all  looked  at  me. 

*  *  * 

When  the  train  came  out  of  the  tunnel   I   lifted  the 

bodies  off  me  and  returned  to  the  woman,  who  was  very 

angry  but,  like  a  child,  she  soon  fell  to  playing  with  the 

coins   I   brought   her   and   forgot  her   rage. — /.    E.    M. 
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/i^e  Children  s  Hour 

They  are  the  gold  of  IMemory's  storehouse — those  hours  "between  the 
dark  ar.d  the  daylight" 

And  under  the  spell  of  the  evening  lamp,  the  Children's  Hour  becomes  a 
Magic  Hour,  when  Age  forgets  its  years  and  wanders  with  Youth  into  the 
Land  of  Make-Believe. 

All  too  soon  those  hours  pass;  but  the  cheerful  light  is  always  there  to 
touch  with  magic  those  other  hours  between  the  Dawn  and  the  Twilight  of 
Life. 

There  are  rooms  in  your  home  which  will  need  the  magic  touch  of  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps.  Put  the  right  lamp  in  each  socket  and  see  how  much  you  add 
in  comfort  and  cheer. 

Go  to  the  Edison  Mazda  Lamp  Agent  in  your  neighbor- 
hood. He  knows  just  which  lamps  will  give  the  bes*:  light- 
ing effect  with  every  fixture  in  your  home — and  at  the 
lowest   cost. 

"Made  in   Canada" 


5he(uarantee5 
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